STREET & SMITH'S 


MONEY 


{Der Herel the KEY to 


ttour Gift Eroblem fj 


oh Ts sues, ‘hop the ROYAL cou Send name and — 

ddress with only $1.00 deposit — just state age, 
occupation and if possible 1 or 2 credit references. All dealings strictly 
confidential. No direct inquiries — no red tape —- no interest or extras 
C y on arrival, e 
: 10 ULL MONTHS TO PAY- 10 FREE DAYS TRI 


can surpass our values anywhere, just return your selec 
tion and we will promptly refund your full deposit. If fully 
satisfied after 10 vey Trial Period pay only the onal amount 
stated each month. 


SATISF ACTION GUARANTEED 


Every ring or watch carries ROYAL'S written guarantee 
backed by 41 years of fair and square dealing. Buy now 
Both for\ to avoid ihe oe Xmas rush! ’ 


9 9” 
Only $2.87 a month 
4 Genuine Diamonds 


2 Genuine DIAMONDS 


$2.35 a Mont <a 
. 52.35 a M h LJ-6 . . . Perfectly matched ‘‘Queen of ee 
det. Exquisite engagement Hearts"’ engagement and wedding ring en- 
ing of 14k Solid White or Yellow semble of 14K Solid White or Yellow Gold. 
Gold, ae, ending blue-waite Engagement ring is set with a fiery, genuine 
enter diamond; matched diamond blue-white diamond, and the wedding ring 
on oe side. base color gold with 3 matched diamonds. Specify gold de- " 
lesired.) Soy 2.35 a month, sired. Both for only $2.87 a month. 
If purchased separately: 
. ‘ ce ... Engagement Ring only... gies Oni 
coe err LJ-6B... Wedding Ring only ..... 12.50 i nly 
ce AVY : 2 Diamond Baguette $4 75 
i ‘ 3 F $ . Only $1.87 a month 
"4 os 6 75 LJ-9 ... One of America's smartest Baguette 
.\ s 7 wrist W atches at an especially low price. E legantly 


styled, modern lifetime case set with 2 genuine 
diamonds; fully guaranteed movement. Smart 
link bracelet to match. Reduced to $19.76 -— 
only $1.87 a month. 


Latest 17 Jewel BULOVA 
Only $2.87 a month 


- bJ+3 .. . BULOVA'S “Goddess 
of Time’! Guaranteed 17 Jewel 
BULOVA movement. Tiny. square 
ease in charm and color of natural 
gold. Silk cord bracelet. Only _ 
2.87 a month. : : 


Complete 
Ladies’ 7 Diamond CLUSTER RING as Shown 
Only $2.65 a month Only 
LJ-2... Dazzling ladies’ square prong clus- 75 
ter ring, expertly set with seven finely matched $ 
fiery, genuine diamonds. Looks like a $450.00 
solitaire. 14K Solid Yellow Gold ring. Oniy 
$2.65 a month. $1.87 
a Mo. 
A ROYAL SENSATION! ; 


_ Only $1.35 a month — 
4... Ladies, baguette type. 
wrist watch in streamlined perma- 
nent waite case; fully guaranteed 
Boy ea ene: Matched bracelet 
°o 1.38 a month, — 


17 Jewel 


WALTHAM Outfit 

LJ-10... Nationally famous WALTHAM 

at an amazingly low price! Handsomely 

engraved 12 size white lifetime case; fac- 

tory guaranteed, accurate and depend- 

able 17 Jewel WALTHAM move- 

“ % ment; complete with engraved knife 

< and chain to match. All for $19.75 
-~ only $1.87 a month. 


wae 


= se ON YOUR 
GV@ XMAS GIFTS 


Onl 
17 Jewel WALTHAM ‘‘Diplomat’’ $ 45 
Extra Leather Strap FREE! 24 
ue $2.37 a month 
bd-8... Imaginé this for only $2.37 a month! 
117 Jewel WALTHAM“ Diplo-. 
remarkably low price! Richly 


choose from. 
Lowest pricesand 


engraved, permanent white case with 
link bracelet to match and an extra, 
genuine feather strap. Usually 
$37.50 — now only $24.75. 

$2.37 a month, 


Credit Jewelers 


Adrey -Dept. 52-N é 


Hundreds of mar- 
velous gifts to 


liberal terms. 


FREE 
New 1937 “‘Book of Gems 


32 pages of feature values in 
fine, genuine blue-white diamonds, 
standard watches, exquisite jewelry, 
silverware, cameras, toilet sets, etc. 
Everything pictured and fully de- 
scribed. Send for your copy today! 


ADVERTISING SECTION 


8 
YOU 


CAN REPEAT ALMOST 
EVERY EXPERIENCE 


IN LIFE 


“EXCEPT 


@ 


'Yopay is life. Tomorrow is a hope. Yesterday is 
a dream. Nothing is so dead as a day that has 
passed. Only the trailing clouds of memory remain. 

One today upon another today—how quickly a 
decade is built! Youth approaches manhood in 
high heart, embraces maturity as the period of his 
conquest, then “remembers with a sigh the days 
that are no more.” 

So life goes—like that, NOW is the only oppor- 
tunity. NOW is the moment of success. NOW men 
decide—NOW men win or fail. 

Are you one of the men who are wondering 
today what will happen to them tomorrow? Then 


remember this: If you take care of today, tomorrow 
will take care of itself. And one of the most im- 
portant safeguards you can take is to be certain 
your training is modern , .. that you are adequately 
equipped to master the problems of 1937, Today, 
in almost every line of human endeavor, ambitious 
men are modernizing their training by spare-time 
study of International Correspondence Schools 
Courses. Their action is a. guide to you — and 
NOW is the time to act! Complete information on 
any subject in which you are interested will be 
sent without cost or obligation. The coupon is for 
your convenience. Return it today. 


INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE) SCHOOLS ** 


BOX 4906-H, SCRANTON, PENNA. 


* Without cost or obligation, please "send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and * 
Why,” and full particulars about the subject before which I have marked X: 


TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES 
O Piumbing a8 


O Sheet Metal Worker 
Boilermaker 
Q relearens Engineer 
e 
O Structural Draftaman 


O Structural Engineer 
Q Management of Inventions 
Blscteisal E 


O Automobile teokenis 
D Refrigeration 


O Salesmanship 
C. P, Accountant O Advertising 


O Home Dresemak: O Advanced Drees: 
O Professional Deaniaking and Designing 


ineering 
O Surveying and Mapping 
BUSINESS TRAINING COURSES 
Servic 


icul 
O Fruit Growing 
O Poultry Farming 


C Grade School Subjects’ 
O High Bchool Subjecta / 


DOMESTIC SCIENCE COURSES 
making O Millinery 
O Tea Room and Cafeteria Management, Catering 
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ADVERTISING SECTION 


t HAVEN'T HAD A RAISE 

IN YEARS-- GUESS | 

NEVER WILL -- I'M READY 
= TO GIVE UP 


BUCK UP, BILL, WHY NOT 
TRY AN INDUSTRY THAT'S 
GROWING -- WHERE THERE'S 
MORE OPPORTUNITY 


> Soni 

LOOK AT THIS -RADIO 1S CERTAINLY 
GROWING FAST ©- AND THE 

a5 NATIONAL RADIO 

INSTITUTE SAYS THEY. 
f TRAIN MEN FOR RADIO 
RIGHT AT HOME | 
IN SPARE TIME 4 


1 DON'T THINK | COULD LEARN 
RADIO THAT WAY-- BUT THEY'LL 
SEND ME A SAMPLE LESSON 
FREE. GUESS I'LL ge 

MAIL THE COUPON 
AND LOOK INTO 


MARY'S RIGHT~- 'M NOT 
GETTING ANYWHERE. $ 
OUGHT TO TRY A NEW 
FIELD TO MAKE 
MORE MONEY 


3 


send m 


First Lesson FREE 
fo show how easy it is fo 
MAKING OPPORTUNITIES 


ported foi GOOoD IN RADIO ~_———“\ 


RADIO JOB % 


Do you want wv make more money? I'm so sure that I can train YOU SURELY KNOW)/ THANKS. I'VE BEEN STUDYING 

you, at home in oe SPSTG: pine ormeeroog jee oor thats oe RADIO. MINE ONLY A FEW MONTHS AND 

end you a sample lesson absolutely ak. Examine it, read it, ‘ 

J. &. SMITH, President see for yourself how easy it is to understand even if you've never NEVER SOUNDED|| \'M ALREADY MAKING 

NationalRadiotnstitute had any technical experience or training. MONEY 
My SPA 


Many Radio Experts Make $30, $50, $75 a Week TIME. THAT'S 


Radio broadcasting stations employ engineers, operators, station managers and pay up to ExT by 
$5,000 a year. Spare time Radio set servicing pays ag much as $200 to $500 a year. IC ne < 
Full time Radio servicing jobs pay as much as $20, $50, $75 a week. Many Radio Experts 
own and operate their own full time or part time Radio sales and service businesses. 
Radio manufacturers and jobbers employ testers, inspectors, foremen, engineers. service- 
men, paying up to $6,000 a year. Radio operators on ships get good pay and see the 
world besides. Automobile, police, aviation, commercial Radio, and loud speaker systems 
offer good opportunities now and for the future. Television promises many good jobs soon, 
Men I have trained are holding good jobs in all these branches of Radio. 


Many Make $5, $10, $15 a Week Extra 
in Spare Time While Learning 


Practically every neighborhood needs a good spare time serviceman. The day you enroll 
1 start sending you Extra Money Job Sheets. They show you how to do Radio Repair jobs 
that you can cash in on quickly. Throughout your training I send you plans and ideas 
that have made good spare time money—from $200 to $500 a year—for hundreds of 
fellows. I send you special Radio equipment and show you bow to conduct experiments 
and build circuits which illustrate important > 
Radio principles. My Training gives you prac- 
tical Radio experience while learning. 


Get My Lesson and 64 Page 
Book FREE-— Mail Coupon 


In addition to my Sample Lesson, I will send 
you my 64-page Book, ‘‘Rich Rewards in 
Radio.” Both are free to any fellow over 16 
years old. My book describes Radio’s spare 
time and full time opportunities and those com- 
ing in Television; tells about my Training in 
Radio and Television; tells about my Money 
Back Agreement; shows you actual letters 
from men I have trained, telling what they i S ha! 
are doing and earning. Find out what [ oe y =—a oe = i | 
Radio offers YOU! MAIL THE COUPON Z 


SAY -- THIS WAY OF LEARNING IS GREAT. I'M 
GOING TO ENROLL. THEN 1 CAN BE A SET 
SERVICING EXPERT-- OR GET A JOB IN a 
BROADCASTING STATION --OR E 
INSTALL LOUDSPEAKER, 
SYSTEMS. THERE ARE CE 
LOT OF GOOD MONEY- (= 


OH BILL, I'M SO GLAD 
YOU SENT FOR THAT 
FREE LESSON AND 
PROVED TO YOUR- 
SELF THAT YOU 
COULD LEARN 


$0 AM f. I'M MAKING 
GOOD MONEY NOW 
AND WE HAVE A 
BRIGHT FUTURE 
AHEAD IN RADIO 


in an envelope, or paste it on a penny post: § jy. £. SMITH. President, National Radle lastitute, A 
ce g Devt. GMD, Washington, D. C. i 
J. E. SMITH, President Dear Mr. Smith: Without obtigating me, send ‘Rich Rewards in Radio,’ which 
National Radio Institute, Dept. 64D | points out the spare time and full time opportunities in Radio and explains your t 

id :o 50-50 method of training men at home in spare time to become Badio Experts. 
Washington, D. C. € (Please Write Plainly) i 
(Are par a Oe Os eS | 
ADDEBEBS. .occccsssvassssosses. { 
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ADVERTISING SECTION 


Acid In Your Blood 


Kills Health 


and Pep 


Kidneys Often to Blame 


There is nothing that can so quickly undermine your health, 
strength, and energy as an excess of Acid in your blood. Every 
time you move your hand, take a step, or use even the slightest 
amount of energy, cells are broken down in the body and create 
Acids. This process goes on even when you are asleep. 

Fortunately, nature has provided an automatic method of getting 
rid of these excess Acids. To get rid of these Acids nature pro- 
vides that your biood circulate 200 times an hour through 9 million 
tiny, delicate tubes, or filters, in your Kidneys. It is the function 
of the Kidneys to filter out these health-destroying Acids, and to 
purify the blood so that it can take energy and vitality to every 
part of your body. But if your Kidneys slow down and do not 
funetion properly, and remove approximately 3 pints of Acids, 
Poisons, and liquids from your blood every 24 hours, then there is 
@ gradual accumulation of these Acids and Wastes, and slowly 
but surely your system becomes poisoned, making you feel old be- 
fore your time, run-down, and worn-out. 


Causes Many Ills 


If poorly functioning Kidneys cause you to suffer from Acidity, 
Getting Up_Nights, ervousness, Leg Pains, Dizziness, Frequent 
Headaches, Rheumatic Pains, Swollen Joints, Circles Under Eyes, 
Backache, Loss of Vitality, or Burning, Itching and Smarting. don’t 
z waste time worrying and waiting. The natural 
thing to do is to help your Kidneys with the 
doctor’s special, guaranteed Kidney diuretic 
prescription, called Cystex, (pronounced Siss- 
Tex). Cystex works directly on the Kidneys 
and Bladder, and helps the Kidneys in their 
function of washing impurities and Acids from 
the system and in maintaining the purity of 
the blood. Don’t try te overcome Acidity in 
your blood by taking medicines to offset the 
Acidity. The only way you can really get rid 
of the Acidity is by helping your Kidneys to 
function properly and thus remove the Acid 
from your system. The Acid is bound to stay 
there unless the Kidneys function properly. 


Dr. T. J. Rastellt 


Thousands of druggists and doctors in over 22 different countries 
throughout the world recommend Cystex for its purity and prompt 
action as a Kidney diuretic. For inatance, Dr. T. J. Rastelli. 


practice. Any doctor will recerinead 
in the treatment of many functional panei and Bladder disorders. 
it is safe and harmless.” Dr. C. Z. Rendelle, another widely 
known physician and Medical Examiner, of San Francisco, recently 
said: ‘‘Since the Kidneys purify the blood, the Poisons collect in 
these organs and must be promptly flushed from the system, other- 
wise they reenter the blood stream and create a toxic condition. 
I can truthfully recommend the use of Cystex. 


Guaranteed To Work 


Because of its world-wide and unusual success, Cystex is offered 
under a written guarantee to de the work to your complete satis- 
faetion in 8 days or money back on return of empty package. 
‘Under this written guarantee you can put Cystex to the test and 
see exactly what it can do in your particular case. You must feel 
younger, stronger and better than you have in a long time—you 
must feel that Cystex has done the work thor- [J 
oughly and completely, or you merely return 
the empty package and it costs you nothing. 
You are the sole judge of your own satisfac- 
tion. With Cystex there is no long waiting 
for results, because it is scientifically pre- 
pared to act directly on the Kidneys as a 
Diuretic. For that reason most people report 
2 remarkable improvement within the first 
48 hours, and complete satisfaction within 
8 days. Cystex costs only 3c a dose at 
druggists, and as the guarantee protects 
you completely, you should not teke 
chances with cheap, inferior, or irritat- 
ing drugs or delay. Telephone your druggist 
for guaranteed Cystex, (Pronounced Siss-tex) today. 


Over 700,000 People 


have studied music this easy Way 


Now You Can Learn to Play Your Favorite 
Instrument Without a Teacher 


Easy as A7B-C 


M°s= of these 700,000 students didn’t know one 
note from another—yet in an amazingly short 
time they learned to play their favorite instrument. 
Best of all they found learning music amazingly easy. 
No drudgery—no expensive teachers. This simplified 
method, perfected by the U. S. School of Music, made 
learning music as easy as A-B-C. 

From the very start you are learning real tunes by 
note. Every step, from beginning to end, is right be- 
fore your eyes in print and picture. First you are 
told how to do a thing, then a picture shows you how, 
then you do it yourself and hear it. And almost be- 
fore you know it, you are playing your favorite pieces 
—jazz, ballads, classics. No private teacher could 
make it clearer. The cost is surprisingly low—aver- 
aging only a few cents a day—and the price is the 
same for whatever instrument you choose. 

Learn now to play your favorite 
instrument and surprise all your 
friends. Change from a wallflower 
to the center of attraction. Musi- 
cians are invited everywhere. Enjoy 
the popularity you have been miss- 
ing. Start now! 


Free Booklet and 


Demonstration Lesson 


If you really do want to play 
your favorite instrument, fill out 
and mail the coupon asking for our 


Please mention this magazine 


LEARN TO_PLAY 
BY NOTE 
Guitar 


Mandolin 
Saxophone 


Piano 
Violin 
Organ 


Tenor Banjo 
Hawaiian Guitar 
Piano Accordion 


Or Any Other Instru- 


ment 


Free Booklet and Free Demon- 
stration Lesson. These explain 
our newly perfected method fully 
and show you how easily and quickly 
you ean learn to play at little expense. 
Instruments supplied when needed, cash 
or credit. U. 8. School of Music, 
85911 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 


ed eed 
U. S. Sehool of Music, 
35911 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 


Send me your amazing free book, ‘“‘How You Can Master Music 
in Your Own Home,” with inspiring message by Dr. Frank Crane; 
also ree Demonstration Lesson and particulars of your easy pay- 
ment plan. 


/ 


Name covccccccesccccccccescccncvcceccvesecsrsesscescsesseesseene 


AGATESS ce cccccccccccceeerccccecenscscsasnsssecseeesesareseseaee 


Have you 
Instrument ..cceccccercccececevcsceccecsInstt. ? 


when answering advertisements 


ae eeceesescceoee 


ADVERTISING SECTION 


FREE Trial Se 
No Money Down 


Positively the greatest bargain ever offered. A genuine full sized 
$100.00 office model Underwood No. 5 for only $39.90 (cash) or on 
easy terms. Has up-to-date improvements including standard 4-row 
keyboard, backspacer, automatic ribbon reverse, shiftlock key, 2-color 
ribbon, ete. he perfect all purpose typewriter. Completely re- 
built and FULLY GUARANTEED, 


Learn Touch Typewriting} Lowest Terms—10 Cents a Day 
Complete (Home Study) 
Money-Back Guarantee 


Course of the Famous 

yan Bant Speed aye: 

Piiting | System — fully} send coupon for 10 day Trial—if you 

Taauateaced, seatly decide to keep it pay only $3.00 a 

this offen CUTME} «month until $44.90 (term price) is 
ue paid. Limited offer—act at once. 

ee ee ee ee ee 

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE, 

231 West Monroe St., Chicago, Ill., Dept. (112. 

Send Underwood No. 5 (F. O. B., Chicago) at once for | 

10-days’ trial. If I am not perfectly satisfied I can return it 

express collect. If I keep it I will pay $3.00 a month until I 

have paid $44.90 (term price) in full. 

INAMOsi caceesiviiece seu cicsee 

Address . . 

TOWD s's.o:ci0:0 6 « visleloiejeece Rib leitaisieletemeieioiaia poses 


SaASCn hE RODOG MOEA ©. ener aOe aL 


State 
For quick shipment give references and occupation 


Ep Nea ea 


Learn to MOUNT BIRDS 


Tan SKINS, Make Up FURS (*& 


a Taxidermist. We teach you at Home. 
# Mount Birds, Animals, Pe 

common specimens. Save your hunt. 
ing trophies; decorate home and den. 
Make genuine KROME LEATHER, tan 
and make up furs for sparetime profit. 

s—tell: 
FREE BOOK “rank 
Hanters, get this wonderful book. Its 
Now Free. Send postal card Today— ieee 
This Minute! State your AGE. 


iE. 
chool of Taxidermy, Dept. 1378 Omaha, Nebre 


48 


Bee 


Guaranteed 40 Powers 


Long Distance Telescop 


age free. NO 


tf . 
Money! Pay post: : do - 
£20. NO CO. B cA ‘3hit. 
124 W. 23 st. 


Prostate Sufferers 


An enlarged, inflamed or faulty Prostate 
Gland very often causes Lameback, Frre- 
quent Night Rising, Leg Pains, Pelvic 
‘ains, Lost Vigor, Insomnis, etc. Many 
Physicians endorse massage as a safe ef- 
fective treatment. (See Reference Book of 
the Medical Sciences, Vol. WII, 3rd edi- 
tion). Use “PROSAGER,” a new inven- 
tion which onables any man to massage 
hia Prostate Gland in the privacy of his 
home. It often brings relief with the first 
treatment and must help or it costs you 
ae uothing. No Druga or Electricity. 


DR. W. D. SMITH FREE BOOKLET 
INVENTOR EXPLAINS TRIAL OFFER. ADDRESS 
MIDWEST PRODUCTS CO., B-311, KALAMAZOO, MICH. 


HARLEY-DAVIDSONS 


What a wonderful line-up — those 1937 
Harley-Davidsons! When you cast your 
eyes on their new lines, flashy new colors, 
built-in instrument panels, and 120 
M. P. H. speedometer dial — you’ ll say 
they’re the classiest outfits you ever saw! 


These 1937 Harley-Davidsons sure have 
improvements galore! New circulating 
pressure oiling — roller bearing motors 
~—double loop trussed frames—welded 
steel saddle-type tanks. Longer motor 
life—increased gas and oil mileage — 
gteater sustained horsepower—grteate 


er strength — easier . 


Beas 


‘And, Boy ! — when you ride one of 
these 1937 Harley-Davidsons you 
know you’re going places! See your 
nearest Harley-Davidson dealer 
RIGHT AWAY. Take a FREB 
ride on a 1937 Harley-Davidson— 
ask about his Basy Pay Plans. 

And send in the coupon. 


Harley-Davidson Motor Co., Dept. SS, Milwaukee, Wis. 
Interested in motorcycling. Send illustrated litera 
ture. Postage stamp enclosed to cover mailing cost. 


My age is (] 16-19 years, [] 20-30 years, 
OF 31 years and up, go under 16 years, 
Check your age group. 
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ADVERTISING SECTION 


Ope 
adele Position 
\Ne About These and Other 

Positions in the Classified Service. (3 maar oe 
STORE ay rea ng Ah ee GAUGER Ealee =f 4 

$2,000—$2,500 a mc .y 
FILE CLER a 
$1,260—$1,440 a 


CUSTOMS’ POSF ONS 
$1,260—$3,300 a year 


yy 
FREE BOOK ‘ tells pay I can help you | A\ 
Government he eR 


Name...cccccccccccccccccccvcccccvseenscessseescessssesessesuses 


‘lrue Christmas Cheer. « « 
Help to Make Others Healthy; 


Gin D DIAMONDS. : DIAMONDS: 
Guile of Loris 


‘DIRECT IMPORTERS 


trations, or send for 
FREE CATALOG. 


GEMENT fhe National, State and Local Tuberculosis 
RINGS AND WEDDING Associations of the United States 
NG SET 


seul oy Scientifically+ Correct 


both Lee for the one 
price $19.50 0.202 


50c a Week 


10 Months 
to aoe 


WITH FORECAST FOR THE FUTURE 
BY JUNIUS B. SMITH 


This is not just another 
book on astrology. It is 
the result of almost a 
lifetime spent in the col- 
lection of data to prove 

that there is a connec- 
Gant inking dependable wate Fos tion between the stars 


LADIES' Ns 

WEL WATCH low Gold finish; genuine leather strap and our daily lives. 
tua iek Teton God, Ses $775.4, 75¢ a Week M : 
brucel : Takon gl ccothes: No maiter when you were born, this book 


Butave, Bigt ms dard men ° . 
vit AT CASH PRICES. will give you valuable information which will 


be of great help to you in the conduct of 
your affairs. 


I enclose $1.00 DOWN PAYMENT °0—TWatch or Ring] = Rael for which This is not quackery but science. 
om terms of ______PER WEEK. . 
os This book will be sent postpaid upon receipt 
State of twenty-five cents by the publishers. 


YOUR STARS. =; 


STREET & SMITH eran 4 c. 
79 ‘SEVENTH -AVE., NEW YORK, N.Y. 
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TIRE PRICES wpe 


on GOOD YEAR 
GOODRICH- FIRESTONE ° 
FISK’U'S: AND OTHER 


FAMOUS MAKES 


Here are the outstanding standard 
brand tire bargains of the year, te- 
paired by the improved “criss-cross” 
method and by skilled workmen. You 
take no risk when you buy from York, 

the old reliable 
Receive ith 19 


We 
Hundreds of 


jettersiike this | years of service in 
A poses nds of tire a 
a ve. ; ; 
Sf'Sitverthorn, Mich 
TORY SERVICE. Buy Now—at ; 
these reduced pricesand SAVE MONEY. \wg) 49 
Don’t Delay — Order Today! 
BALLOON TIRES stro TEE AR CORD TINS 
Size Rim Tires Tubes nevis $1 “233010 EE Setar, 
4-50-20 2-00 8 2-68 if 34x44 3-10 1.15 
80x4.50-2 10 ; 4 
7620 Z:20 os 3:3 pe Sse is 
026.0020 i tithvy oy ry fi muck “TIRES 
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Solo Flight 


ND so, because I happen to be 

the only white woman within 

a thousand miles, you’re go- 

ing to keep me here against my will. 
Ts that it?” 

Arden’s voice was deliberately 
challenging, edged with contempt. 
She was trying to sting this tall, im- 
movable young man at whose door 
her plane had fallen, into helping her 
on through the jungle. 

She looked at him, and had to ad- 
mit he was dangerously good-look- 
ing. Unruly red hair swept back 


By Edna Gorman 


from his lean, intelligent, alive face. 
He had dancing gray eyes, a warm, 
generous mouth, and the dominant 
chin of a man who is accustomed to 
getting what he goes after. 

Her hot words failed to move him. 
He folded his arms across a bronzed, 
muscular chest, and grinned at her 
impudently, with a flash of white 
teeth against his brown skin. 

“Oh, come now, be reasonable,” he 
said. “You wouldn’t really expect 
me to give up the company of such a 
charming young lady, would you?” 
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“What I expect appears to have 
nothing to do with it,” she retorted 
frostily. “I expected, when I landed 
here, to be given guides to take me 
up the Amazon to my fiancé. And 
I also expected that a man like you, 
who owns one of the largest rubber 
plantations in Brazil, would be a 
gentleman!” 

“TI suppose you think a gentleman 
would allow you to perish in the 
jungle, rather than hurt your reputa- 
tion by keeping you here all night. 
‘Isn’t that carrying things a little too 
far in this modern day and age?” 

Her smoky-blue eyes regarded 
him with exasperation. There was 
arrogance in the lift of her straight 
nose, in the curve of her lovely, crim- 
son mouth. There was also a 
strangely wistful appeal about her, 
as if she had known heartaches in 
her life, sleepless nights and dreams 
that had died. 

She had taken off her flying hel- 
met, and shining waves of dusky 
hair fell around 
cheeks that had 
gone a little white. 

“It’s silly of you 
to try to tell me no 
one in South Amer- 
ica ever goes any- 
where after dark,” 
she cried passion- 
ately. “‘What do 
you do with your- 
selves?” 

“Read,” he told 
her, “sit out under 
the stars and just 
dream. Sometimes 
an angel drops in on 
us, out of the skies,” he said softly. 

She ignored this. 

“T suppose I would be allowed to 

‘use your phone?” she asked with 
studied sarcasm. 

“With pleasure,” was the suave 
reply. “Only, it isn’t working. 


That storm this morning seems to 
have put it out of order. 

“I don’t believe you,” she said 
flatly. ‘“You’re just saying that, as 
you're doing all the rest of this, to 
keep me from Donald!” 

“Have you forgotten that once, 
back there in the States, I swore that 
you would come to me some day?” 
he asked, with an unfathomable look 
in his gray eyes. “It was a boyish 
bit of melodrama at the time, but 
here you are. Strange what fate 
does to us sometimes, isn’t it?” 

Arden bit her lips. She remem- 
bered only too well. And turning 
her slim back to him, she addressed 
herself to the native servant who 
stood watching her woodenly. 

“Hay que llanad el Senor Strat- 
ton, immediamenta!”’ she com- 
manded in a voice used to giving or- 
ders, for all its delicate inflection. 
The man was plainly impressed. He 
bobbed his black head but did not 
move. Arden repeated the command. 

“Too bad,” the 
tall young man said 
with a grin. “Juan 
doesn’t understand 
Spanish—not even 
good Spanish, 
which I am afraid 
yours isn’t. The 
lingo around here is 
an odd mixture of 
Portuguese and 
Inca Indian. Why 
don’t you just con- 
fine your conversa- 
tion to me?” 

“You haven’t a 
very high opinion 
of my intelligence, have you?” she 
demanded, and wished she could be 
as angry at him as he deserved. 

“Not very,” he replied pleasantly. 
*T don’t call it intelligent for a girl 
like you to come dashing off on a 
solo flight to the wilds of South 
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America. And certainly not with- 
out letting your fiancé know you 
were coming. Suppose he’d been 
eaten up by a boa constrictor or 
something?” 

She jerked erect, and signals of 
panic flew in her blue eyes. 

“Is that why you're keeping me 
here?” she asked in a smothered 
voice. “Has something happened to 
Donald?” 

He was instantly all remorse. 

“I was a brute to say that,” he 
told her. “Please forgive me. I was 
only trying to make you see this isn’t 
New York. You’ve got to be care- 
ful. And you can’t go on to-night. 
So relax, why don’t you? Enjoy the 
hospitality of my humble abode.” 

Her small red mouth tightened. 
She had recovered her poise and with 
it, her defiance. 

“T shall most certainly report you 
to the police!”’ she said, five feet two 
of outraged dignity. 

“Will you?” he sighed. “What a 
pity! But that will be to-morrow,” 
he added. 

She drew back a little from the 
admiration in his eyes. 

“T'll walk there,” she threatened 
rebelliously, turning toward the 
door. 

“Oh, no, you won't!” he retorted, 
and he was no longer smiling. 

“TI will! And if you tell me just 
once more that you are keeping me 
here for my own good, I’ll scream!” 

He opened the screened door that 
led out into the patio. 

“Come outside,” he invited. “It’s 
a perfect night for screaming!” 

He stood aside, and bowed to her 
to precede him. Arden hesitated. 
She hated doing anything he sug- 
gested, but after all, antagonizing 
him would get her nowhere. She 
looked around her, and the throb- 
bing, tropic beauty of the night drew 
her on. 


The scene seemed unreal. A full 
moon rode high in the cloudless sky, 
casting a dramatic brilliance over 
the patio. There were bright-purple 
and crimson shrubs, and yellow 
flowers, a foot across. In the center, 
a fountain splashed softly, sending 
its spray over a white monkey who 
peered at her with impish eyes. 

For a long moment Arden stood 
motionless. The magic enchantment 
of the tropics enfolded her like a 
cloak. 

“Tt gets you, doesn’t it?” she mur- 
mured. 

“It got me,” he told her. “I’ve 
been down here two years—two 
pretty lonely years, but busy and 
worth-while ones. It’s a man’s job, 
going out into the jungle and con- 
quering it with your bare hands!” 

He lighted a cigarette, and was 
silent. 

“How strange to hear Tex Lan- 
don talking like this,” she mused 
aloud. 

“Because I once spent my life 
playing polo and burning up Broad- 
way?” he asked. “You get fed up 
with that sort of thing after a while. 
Same old night clubs, same old hang- 
overs, same old blondes!” His voice 
sobered. “I woke up when dad 
died,” he said. “Came down here 
to carry on the work he started.” 

Unconsciously, her slim white 
hand rested on his arm. And quite 
unconsciously, it seemed, his fingers 
closed over it. 

“T know,” she said softly. “Every 
one back home thinks it’s wonderful 
how you saved the Landon business. 
It had a great deal to do with Don- 
ald’s father sending him down here.” 

She stiffened abruptly and drew 
away, as if the mention of that name 
was a barrier between them, as in- 
deed it was. He flung his cigarette 
to the ground. eat 
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“Why are you marry- 
ing Donald Stratton, 
Arden?” he asked. 
“I’m marrying him 
because I love him!” 
she cried passionately. 
“May I be pardoned 
for asking why?” he 


persisted. He gathered her up against him and cradled her ten- 
She whirled upon him derly. A warm, sweet contentment, such as she had 


furiously. 

“You're just like all 
the rest of them,” she flared. 
“Everybody’s been so hateful about 
it. My father’s spending a fortune 
to keep us apart. He had every 
steamer watched. That’s why I flew.” 


never known, flowed through her. 


“Hurrah for father,” Tex Landon 
said. “You didn’t expect him to sit 
quietly and let you ruin your life, 
did you?” 

The girl’s lips set stubbornly. 
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“T love him, terribly,” she told 
him. “And my love isn’t just an 
ordinary emotion. It’s big, noble. 
He needs me. I’m the only one who 
understands him.” 

“Oh, yeah?” Tex’s tone was 
skeptical. “And what about the 
bubble dancer who sued him for 
breach of promise, and the girl who 
tried to commit suicide when he 
deserted her, and all the others?” 

“T think it’s mean of you to bring 
that up,” she cried. “Donald isn’t 
like you, big and self-reliant. He 
needs some one like me to take care 
of him. His father and mother have 
been separated since he was a baby, 
and all his life he’s been lonely. He 
got into those entanglements be- 
cause he was starved for love and a 
home. That’s what I mean to him.” 

“T see,” Tex said. His good-look- 
ing face was white in the moonlight. 
“You're sweet, querida,” he told her, 
and his voice was husky. 

“ “Querida means ‘dear,’ doesn’t 
it?” she murmured. “I loved your 
calling me that, Tex.” 

“Did you, dear?” 

There was a silence that was al- 
most deafening. He bent his head 
above her, holding her with his bril- 
liant, intense gaze. 

“We-parted bitter enemies be- 
cause you thought I started that 
story about you and Donald,” he re- 
minded her. “You know differently 
now.” 

“Tt’s too late, Tex,” she told him 
faintly. “I belong to Donald. You 
don’t know how he depends on me. 
He'll be a different man when we’re 
married, you'll see! He’s promised 
to give up drinking, and you know 
yourself, he’s making this orchid 
farm pay. It is paying, isn’t it?” she 
asked, when he said nothing. 

Before he could reply, they were 
interrupted by the entrance of a 


dark young Brazilian, wearing the 
uniform of a chauffeur. ~ 

“I’m sorry, master,” he said in 
perfect English, “but I am forced to 
return with the car. The storm has 
uprooted a huge tree, which lies 
across the road, about thirty miles 
out.” 

This information seemed to dis- 
turb Tex very much. He lighted a 
fresh cigarette and walked up and 
down the patio, looking at Arden 
and scowling. 

“Send Pedro, the runner,” he or- 
dered at last. “Tell him to take the 
trail over the mountain. And tell 
him to get the girl out of there, even 
if he has to drag her out by the hair. 
Wait a moment, I’ll send a note.” 

He strode into the room they had 
left, and through the open door, 
Arden saw him sit down at a desk 
in one corner and begin to write. 
She had a strange, smothering feel- 
ing that all this had something to do 
with Donald. Turning toward the 
chauffeur, she found him regarding 
her with glittering black eyes. Once 
more, she was unpleasantly re- 
minded that she was the only white 
woman within a thousand miles. 

The Brazilian took a step toward 
her. “If the sefiorita needs help, she 
has only to call on me,” he said in 
a low tone. “I was educated in the 
States and I am a North American 
in my feelings for women. Nothing 
can happen to you while I am here, 
beautiful sefiorita.” 

-In spite of the friendliness of his 
words, there was something ominous 
about them, and about the man him- 
self. But he was once more the 
trained, correct servant as Tex ap- 
peared in the doorway and, saluting, 
he took the note and went away. 
Arden was vaguely disturbed. She 
faced Tex whitely. 

“You have a car, a chauffeur, and 
they are out to-night,” she cried 
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accusingly. “Yet you refuse to take 
me to my fiancé. What do you hope 
to gain by this outrage?” 

A slow red spread across the 
man’s tanned face. Anger gleamed 
in his eyes. But it was gone as 
quickly as it came, and he was smil- 
ing again boyishly, as before. 

“Have you forgotten the ana- 
condas and jaguars waiting out there 
in the jungle to pounce upon you?” 
he reminded her. 

“Don’t be ridiculous. You know 
very well they couldn’t get in the 
car,” Arden snapped. It was hard 
to be furious with him when he 
looked at her like that. 

“That shows how little you know 
about the tropics,” he retorted. 
“Things down here swing from the 
trees, and mine’s an open car.” 

She shivered a little, and the white 
monkey took this moment to run 
chattering up a giant hibiscus, then 
drop on her shoulder. With a moan 
of fright, she shrank away, straight 
into the outstretched arms of Tex 
Landon. They closed around her 
protectingly, and she clung to him, 
small and trembling. 

“Arden darling, please,” he whis- 
pered anxiously. “It’s all right, 
sweet.” And to the monkey, 
“Tongo, you little devil, Pll kill you 
for this!” 

He looked down at the dusky, 
silken head snuggled against his 
heart, and he added softly, “No, I 
won't, Tongo. I'll give you choco- 
late bars, three times a day.” 

He lifted her quivering figure in 
his strong arms and carried her to 
a big cushioned chair at one end of 
the patio. Sinking into it, he 
gathered her up against him and 
cradled her tenderly. 

She was shaking with nerves she 
couldn’t control. Tex didn’t speak, 
only held her close, with his cheek 
- against hers. Presently, she ceased 


to tremble and was still. A warm, 
sweet contentment, such as she had 
never known, flowed through her. 

Tex looked down at her, and there 
was something close to anguish in 
his gray eyes. Arden felt the hard 
racing of his heart against hers, and 
as she stirred in his arms, she saw 
that his lips were white. She drew 
away with a feeling of breathless- 
ness. 

“How silly of me to make such a 
fuss over that little monkey,” she 
said, not looking at him. “I’m so 
sorry.” 

“I’m not,” he replied meaningly. 

Arden flushed painfully. 

“I don’t understand you at all,” 
she told him, making an effort to 
sound casual. “You’re so wonderful 
one minute, and so—so unbearable 
the next.” 

“Perhaps I don’t understand my- 
self,” he answered with a crooked 
smile. “I’ve always been a man who 
knew what he wanted, and who 
didn’t hesitate to go after it. And 
now, all at once, I’m not so sure.” 

Her heart hammered against her 
side. 

“Not so sure of what?” she re- 
peated in a tight voice. There was 
only one thing he could mean. The 
air hung tense and electric between 
them. 

“Of myself—of you,” he replied. 
“Of the square thing to do.” 

They were on their feet now, and 
he leaned toward her, cupping her 
heart-shaped chin in his brown hand. 
His gray eyes burned into hers, as if 
he would probe their depths. 

“You don’t love Donald ‘Strat- 
ton,” he said slowly. “Not the way 
I could make you love me. There’s 
sorcery in a night like this, Arden. 
There’s madness in this tropic moon- 
light. I could take you in my arms 
and kiss you into forgetting, but I 
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don’t want a girl on those terms,” 
he finished huskily. 

_White-lipped, she looked up at 

im. 

“No, no!” she cried sharply, 
stirred to the very depths of her 
pane: “T could never forget Don- 

? 

“It was fate that brought your 
plane crashing here at my door, my 
darling,” he 
whispered. 
“I can’t let 


“You can- 
not keep me 
from going,” 
Arden _ said 
faintly. “I 
love him. 
I’m going to 
marry him!” 

“Oh, why 
won't you 
trust me?”’ 
he pleaded. 
“Won’t you 
let me teach 
you what 
real love 
means?” he murmured softly. 

“You haven’t any right to say 
such things to me,” she cried, des- 
perately trying to fight down the 
emotion that was sweeping over her. 
“I do love Donald. He needs me. 
I’m the only person he has ever 
really loved.” 

Tex Landon didn’t answer. He 
was tall and white in the moonlight, 
and his jaw was grim. Arden waited 
for him to speak, because they both 
knew how untrue this was. Donald 
Stratton had loved too many girls. 
Only this time, she told herself 
fiercely, it was different. 

“Tex,” she breathed, and couldn’t 
go on. 

They were very close. She could 


feel the power and charm of him. 
He caught her two hands roughly 
up against his heart, and his warm 
lips were very near her own. The 
fragrance of wild flowers filled the 
patio. The spell of the tropics was 
upon them. 

“Kiss me,” he whispered thickly. 

“No, no!” Her voice broke on a 
sob and she turned her head away. 

She really 
wanted his 
kisses ter- 
ribly, the 
feel of his 
arms around 
her. Her 
heart was 
singing in 
her ears. 

“Donald,” 
Arden mur- 
mured very 
faintly. But 
Donald was 
very far 
away at 
that instant 
—a phan- 
tasy im an- 
other world. 

“He'll only break your heart, my 
darling,” Tex seemed to speak more 
to himself than to her. “Forget him, 
sweetheart. Think only of you and 
me and of to-night.” 

But she could no longer think. 
She could only feel, in waves of 
flaming emotion that left her power- 
less to resist, as his arms tightened 
around her. 

“Oh, let me go,” she breathed. 
“This is utter madness.” 

“T’'ll never let you go—never!” he 
cried exultantly. “Not while we 
both live!” 

At that moment, from somewhere 
inside the house, came the sound of 
a wild scream—a woman’s scream, 
it seemed to the frightened girl. 
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Tex’s arms fell away, and he dashed 
away in the direction of the cry. 


“Sefiorita!” a soft voice behind 
Arden called, and she whirled to see 
the chauffeur coming toward her 
from the other end of the patio. 

“This way, come quickly,” he 
cried, as he grasped her arm and 
urged her toward an opening in the 
vines, which she could see led into a 
dimly lighted passage. 

“Where are you taking me?” she 
asked sharply, pulling herself free. 
“What has happened, and where is 
Sefior Landon?” 

“He will never take you to your 
fiancé,” replied the man. “He has 
told me so. He intends to keep you 
here. But I, Ramon, am your 
friend. I will take you to Sefior 
Stratton.” 

Arden’s knees turned to water. 
She stood there looking at him. 

“You do not trust me perhaps, 
senorita?” he asked. “You need 
have no fear. See, my sister is com- 
ing with us, your chaperon, as you 
call it.” 

Arden looked in the direction he 
had indicated, and saw a dark- 
skinned native girl waiting at the 
end of the passage. Unnerved by 
that horrible scream, by the strange- 
ness all around her, she allowed her- 
self to be led away, barely aware of 
what she was doing. 

It wasn’t until she had been 
hastily lifted into the car, and they 
were dashing up the road, with the 
girl standing, looking sullenly after 
them, that Arden realized how 
utterly foolish she had been. 

Her uneasiness deepened into 
panic as Ramon suddenly swerved 
the car into a side road, and stopped. 
Before she could speak or move, he 
had thrown both arms around her 
and was pouring out words of adora- 
tion. 

LS—2C 


“You. are mine now,” he cried. 
“From the first moment I saw you, 
I have burned with a desire to hold 
you in my arms.” 

“Ramon, you are crazy!” she 
gasped, struggling against the grip 
of those viselike arms. “Let me go 
this instant!” 

He only laughed at her. “I love 
your white skin,” he said thickly. 
“T despise these dark-skinned native 
girls. And I am clever, yes. It was 
my sister who screamed, when I 
hired Juan to lash her with the whip, 
so Sefior Landon would go inside to 
investigate and leave the way free 
for me.” 

Horrified, Arden kicked him with 
her small brown oxfords, but he did 
not seem to feel it. She tried to bury 
her teeth in his hand, but his mouth 
crushed her lips, bruising them with 
repulsive kisses. 

“T like girls with spirit,” he cried. 
“It fires the blood. It draws men 
on. You are divine, my white 
angel.” 

He had thrown one leg over her 
knees, holding her almost im- 
movable. She beat against him with 
her two fists, futilely. 

Arden felt that she had no 
strength left with which to fight. It 
seemed to her that she would faint 
from terror when suddenly, there 
was the sound of a car roaring up 
the road behind them. 

Ramon jerked upright. 

“Sefor Landon!” he cried wildly. 
“He will kill me!” 

“T hope he does,” sobbed Arden. 

The chauffeur stepped on the gas 
and leaned forward to turn the 
ignition switch. But quick as he 
was, Arden was quicker. She 
snatched the key and flung it far 
out into the night. With an oath, 
Ramon snatched open the door and 
leaped out, making a mad dash 
across the fields. 
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But the other car was close upon 
them now, and there was no escape. 
Tex caught him before he had gone 
a dozen yards. Arden’s_ heart 
stopped beating and she cowered 
back against the seat, as the two 
men came together. 

There was the sickening thud of 
blows, and the Brazilian’s animal 
snarl. Tex struck once, and again, 
landing on the man’s jaw with an 
impact that sent him reeling to the 
ground. He lay there, whimpering, 
pleading for mercy. 

Only then did Tex look at her, and 
his gaze was entirely impersonal. 
He might have been any polite host, 
inquiring after the comfort of his 
guest. 

“T regret that this had to happen 
while you were in my home,” he said 
formally. “I came as soon as I got 
the truth out of the girl.” 

His face was haggard. There 
were tired lines etched deep beside 
his mouth, and Arden had a sudden 
fierce longing to hold him close. 

“Oh, Tex,” she choked, “I—I’m 
so sorry.” 

“Not at all,” he replied evenly. 
“T needed this to make me under- 
stand just where I stand. You pre- 
fer the protection of a native chauf- 
feur to me. Since I do not wish you 
to be forced to such dangerous ex- 
tremes again, I shall take you to 
your fiancé, as soon as we have 
dined.” 

“You are very kind,” stammered 
Arden. 

He made a disparaging gesture. 
He seemed to be telling her that he 
would do as much for any one. 

“Dining down here in South 
America is somewhat of a cere- 
mony,” he told her, as they reached 
the house once more. “Do you mind 
dressing? Juan will bring your bags 
in from the plane.” 

It was rather an odd request, she 


thought, and as he bowed her into a 
large, attractively furnished bed- 
room, she had a vivid feeling that 
he was doing it for some reason. 
Did he mean to keep her here, after 
all? No, he had promised to take 
her to Donald, and she would stake 
her life that Tex Landon would not 
break his word. 

She took a refreshing shower in 
the black-and-jade bathroom, and 
applied fresh make-up with me- 
ticulous care. She ran a comb 
through her lustrous dark hair, and 
selected her most becoming gown. 
It was a filmy chiffon of primrose- 
yellow that. made her look like a 
swaying, exquisite flower. 

But if she expected a compliment, 
or even a look of admiration from 
Tex Landon, she was doomed to dis- 
appointment. He was waiting for 


‘her as she came out, tall and dis- 


tinguished in his white linen dinner 
suit, with a red carnation in his but- 
tonhole. His face was as impassive 


‘as if she were an utter stranger. 


Juan, in uniform, served sherry in 
slim crystal glasses, and Tex drew 
out her chair with as much ceremony 
as if they weren’t three hundred 
miles from the nearest village. 

“T’m sorry to be so much trouble,” 
Arden said, feeling more and more 
dejected. 

“A pleasure, really,” he returned 
suavely,. 

They sat down. There was 
chicken cooked in a thick wine 
sauce, pork tenderloins with pimen- 
tos, platters of strange sweet veg- 
etables and delicious fruits, a salad 
of avocado pears, the centers filled 
with a pungent nut paste. 

Arden ate ravenously. She hadn’t 
realized she was so hungry. A sense 
of well-being swept over her. She 
searched Tex’s face for some sign of 
friendliness. 

“T want you to know how very 


Arden’s heart stopped beating and she cowered back against the seat, 
as Tex struck Ramon a blow that sent him reeling. What a fool she 
had been to go with this suave native! 


much I appreciate what you are do- 
ing,” she said timidly. 

“Couldn’t we omit the flowers?” 
he asked evenly. 

“Please, Tex,” she persisted. “I 
think you’re being wonderful, 
really.” 


“Except when I’m trying to make 
love to you.” Utter bitterness 
rasped in his voice. She winced. 
ta had not meant to hurt him like 
this. 

“Don’t hate me, Tex. I couldn’t 
bear it if you did,” she faltered. 
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“Hate you?” He raised his eye- 
brows in apparent surprise. “Why 
should I? Tm merely angry with 
myself for butting in, that’s all. 
You love this Donald person. And 
what’s that to me?” 

“Nothing, of course,” she acknowl- 
edged bleakly. “Only, I thought 
——” She broke off in confusion. 

“Don’t,” he advised with a mock- 
ing grin. “It doesn’t pay to think, 
down here in the tropics. There’s an 
unreal slant to things. You get car- 
ried away with a pretty face. Any 
girl looks good to you, like a sailor 
who has just come off ship!” 

Arden’s face burned painfully. 
He couldn’t have told her any more 
plainly that he hadn’t been really 
interested, that he had only been en- 
gaged in the usual masculine pas- 
time. 

But at that, she reflected, she 
owed him something. They had 
been alone here, cut off from the 
world, and he had been clean, de- 
cent. There were many men who 
wouldn’t have been so chivalrous. 


“Listen, Tex,” she said softly, - 


“I’m not so old, but I understand 
about a lot of things. And I shan’t 
ever forget how fine you’ve been to- 
night.” 

“Sure, I’m a great guy,” he said 
gruffly. “Only unbearable,” he re- 
minded her. 

She looked down at the table, 
cleared now of everything except a 
dessert of cooked cinnamon bananas 
and coffee in hand-hammere«l silver 
cups. It wasn’t any use. He was 
determined to be an enemy. 

“Marvelous coffee,” she said, to 
make conversation. 

“We raise it,” he told her, “and 
the silver is from my own mines. 
You people in the States haven’t any 
idea what a tremendously rich coun- 
try Brazil is. Sometimes I feel like 
a king”—a sudden flame leaped into 


his eyes—“a king without a queen,” 
he added, looking at her. 

Arden tried to speak, but no 
words would come. A moment later, 
Tex was his nonchalant, suave, smil- 
ing self once more. He glanced at 
his wrist watch. 

“Tt’s getting late,” 

“Shall we go?” 

She left the table lingeringly. ‘Tt 
had been pleasant dining here with 
Tex, even though they had come so 
close to fighting. She liked the way 
the candlelight fell on his red hair, 
on his strong, good-looking face. 

As she followed Tex to the door, 
Arden had a feeling that she was 
leaving home. 

She was going to Donald at last 
—Donald, the man she loved and 
was going to marry. She should be 
wildly happy. Only, somehow, she 
wasn't. 

“But I thought you said the road 
had been closed by a fallen tree,” 
she observed, as he assisted her into 
his long, gleaming car. 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

“T’ve had a corps of men working 
there for the past hour,” he told her 
casually. 

Arden sat very still against the 
luxurious leather cushions. Tex 
Landon kad held her in his arms to- 
night. He wanted her, and yet he 
was going to no end of trouble to 
take her to Donald. Her pulses beat 
so heavily that she could hear them. 

“How resourceful he is,” she 
thought. “How safe a girl would 
feel who belonged to Tex.” Aloud, 
she said, “So that was why you in- 
sisted on that long dinner?” 

He looked at her inscrutably. 
“That, and other reasons.” 

She thought she understood. “J 
still think you’re wonderful,” she 
breathed, and put her hand gently 
on his arm. 

“Don’t!” he cried out sharply. He 


he remarked. 
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was very white. She saw his hand 
tighten on the wheel. After a mo- 
ment he added, as if in explanation, 
“T don’t like crumbs!” 

“Crumbs?” she faltered. 

“Little pats on the arm that don’t 
mean anything!” he gritted. “You 
showed me where I got off, didn’t 
you? We said good-by, didn’t we? 
Then let’s not start things all over 
again.” 

“Start things?” Arden repeated 
faintly. “I don’t know what you 
mean.” 

He turned to glare at her. 

“Look here, Arden,” he said. 
“You say you understand about a 
lot of things. Well, use your head, 
can’t you? You're a beautiful girl 
—the loveliest thing I’ve ever seen. 
And after all, ’'m only human, you 
know!” 

Vivid crimson swept to her eyes, 
touched her dusky hair. She stiff- 
ened, and some of her former 
hauteur came back. 

“T think you’re being quite, quite 
horrible,” she flamed. 

“That’s O. K. with me,” he re- 
torted smoothly. 

“Meaning that it doesn’t matter 
what I think of you!” Her lovely 
mouth quivered. “Are you deliber- 
ately trying to make me hate you, 
Tex?” she went on in a small, tight 
voice. 

“Doesn't it occur to you it might 
be a very good idea if you did?” he 
returned brutally. 

His gaze was fixed on the road 
ahead. The blackness of the jungle 
seemed to be creeping out to meet 
them. Tall cocoa-palms were etched 
against the sky. Arden wanted to 
move close to him, to tuck her arm 
in his. 

“T couldn’t ever hate you, Tex,” 
she whispered. “I couldn’t ever for- 
get you, either.” 


The car slowed down, almost 
stopped. 

“Listen, Arden,” he said grimly, 
“IT am doing what you wanted me 
to do. I am delivering you to the 
man you love. In a little while 
you're going to marry him. The less 
you think about me, or I about you, 
the better it will be for all of us!” 

There wasn’t much she could say 
to that. A thick silence settled 
down upon them as the car shot 
ahead. Tex Landon’s face was set 
in hard lines. His mouth made her 
think of her father’s, the last time 
they had quarreled about Donald, 
when she had flung herself out of 
the house and into her plane. 

Suppose they were right, and she 
was wrong? She could hear her 
father saying harshly, “He’s only a 
weakling—always has been! He'll 
break your heart, my child!” 

Oh, but if that were true, he 
needed her all the more. She 
couldn’t let him down. He had 
called her his guardian angel, the 
only person in the world who under- 
stood him. Poor, dear, sensitive 
Donald! Her eyes were wet. She 
choked back a sob. 

Tex turned toward her swiftly. 
“For Pete’s sake,” he exploded, 
“don’t do that!” 

A big tear trickled down her 
cheek. “I can’t help it,” she said. 
“I’m tired, I guess. And everything 
seems so mixed up.” 

He moved a little, so that his 
shoulder touched hers. The chance 
contact thrilled her. .In spite of 
everything she could do, her hand 
went out once more to rest plead- 
ingly on his arm. This time he 
didn’t draw away. Instead, he cov- 
ered her cold fingers with his own 
brown ones, 

His face was no longer remote or 
cold. It was warm and tender as 
he looked at her. 
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“T’m sorry, querida,” he mur- 
mured. “I’ve been a brute. If you 
love this man, stick to him, and for- 
get everybody else. Love’s the only 
thing that counts, Arden, and when 
you’ve got that, you’ve got every- 
thing!” 

His voice, the touch of his hand, 
his tenderness, gave her back her 
courage once more. 
Twenty-four hours ago 
she had never expected 
to see him again, and 
now he could make the 
sun shine with a few 
chance words. 

“It is tough, Arden, 
bucking the whole wide 
world,” he continued, 
“but a real love is worth 
it. Keep your chin up. 
And if ever you need a 
friend, you can count on 
me,” he finished tenderly. 

His gray eyes were tortured, but 
she didn’t-see. She nestled against 
him contentedly, and presently, they 
were at the huge mahogany tree that 
had fallen across the road. The men 
Tex had sent had done a good job, 
and only a few branches remained. 

The talk, as they waited, was in 
Portuguese—something about the 
runner, Pedro. It seemed to worry 
Tex. He looked at his watch 
anxiously, a gesture he repeated as 
they drove on once more. 

“Something wrong, Tex?” she 
asked. “I’m being so much trouble 
to you.” 

“Oh, no, nothing’s wrong,” he 
hastened to assure her. “Every- 
thing’s fine. We're only twenty 
miles from Donald’s place—less than 
a half hour.” 

Less than a half hour, and then 
she would be saying good-by to Tex 
forever, and Donald would be taking 
her in his arms! She remembered 
the kisses of the man she was to 


marry—possessive, lingering. She 
stirred restlessly. 

. “There’s just one thing I want to 
warn you against,” Tex broke in 
upon her thoughts. “A lot of gossip 
gets around in a place like this. You 
may hear things. Don’t pay any at- 
tention to them.” 

She turned shining blue eyes on 

him. The throbbing, puls- 

_ing tropic night beat 
across her senses like the 
slow beat of a drum. 

“You are wonderful, 

Tex,” she said huskily. 
“You know something and 
youre trying to shield him 
for my sake.” She gave a 
shaky laugh. “I’m used 
to it, Tex. There has al- 
ways been gossip about 
Donald.” 

She moved her dusky 
head against his shoulder in a caress- 
ing little motion. 

“Tt’s sweet of you to want to keep 
me from being hurt,” she whispered. 
“Do you want to kiss me good-by, 
Tex?” 

“No!” The word jerked from stiff 
lips. “If I kissed you, Arden, it 
wouldn’t be good-by.” 

Quivering, she sank back against 
the soft cushions. The remainder of 
the ride was in silence. 


Tex lifted her from the car. He 
caught her to him fiercely, and held 
her for a long moment against his 
heart. She felt his lips against her 
hair. And then they were walking 
up the path to Donald’s door. 
There was no one in sight. Her 
head was whirling. She had a feel- 
ing that she was some one else, or 
that this was some strange dream. 

How could she marry Donald, 
when with all her heart she loved 
Tex? She knew that now, knew that 
in all the years to come, she would 
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“Don’t leave me, 
Arden,” he cried. 
“T’ll kill myself if 
you don’t marry 
me.” Tears of self- 
pity were streaming 
down his face. 


go on loving him, thinking of his 
warm, eager lips upon her own, of 
his arms around her. 

And yet something stronger than 
herself drove her on. She had given 


her promise. Donald needed her. 
It would kill him to lose her. 

They were at the door now. Tex 
knocked. There was a sound of 


loud swearing inside, Something 
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slammed, and Donald _ Stratton 
lurched drunkenly to the door. He 
peered at them with bloodshot eyes, 
and it was a full moment before he 
recognized Arden. 

“Baby!” he cried. “I was just 
thinking of you, wishing you were 
here!” 

Numbly, she let him take her in 
his arms and kiss her. Only then 
did she seem to come alive. She 
took a quick step backward, and 
drew her hand across her lips. His 
kiss was sickening, disgusting. 

“Aw, don’t be like that, baby,” he 
pleaded. “Come on in. We'll have 
a little drink.” 

He drew her inside, telling her 
how much he loved her, how terribly 
he had missed her. Tex carried her 


bags in, but he refused the drink . 


Donald offered him. : 

The room was dirty and dis- 
ordered. A low table was drawn up 
beside a couch, piled with soiled pil- 
lows, and on it was a messy array of 
bottles, unwashed glasses and ciga- 
rette butts. 

“It’s terrible down here in the 
tropics,” Donald went on. “My 
father hasn’t any right to keep me 
here. But we'll fool him, Arden. 
You’ve got money of your own, and 
after we’re married, we'll scram out 
of this!” 

“No!” Arden said sharply, in a 
voice that did not seem like her own. 
“I’m not going to marry you, Don- 
ald. I’ve changed my mind. I can’t 
go through with it!” 

He went down on his knees, cling- 
ing to her, begging her to keep her 
promise. 

“Don’t leave me, Arden,” he cried. 
“T can’t live in this awful place any 
longer. Take me away. I'll kill my- 
self if you don’t marry me!” 

He meant it, she knew. It was no 
- idle boast with him. Once he had 


slashed his wrists with a razor, and 
she had rushed him to the hospital, 
just in time. And again she had 
knocked the revolver from his hand 
and saved his life. 

He was so weak, so lost without 
her. He was crying now, tears of 
self-pity streaming down his face. 
Arden felt physically ill. She 
seemed caught in a trap from which 
there was no escape. Her blue eyes 
vere haunted as she looked down at 

im. 

Suddenly, she stiffened. Her head 
jerked up. In the heavy air of the 
room, stale with whisky and ciga- 
rette smoke, she became aware of 
another odor—the sensuous, exotic 
fragrance of gardenia perfume! 

Her delicate nostrils quivered as 
she studied the scene around her. 
There was no mistaking that per- 
fume, and it could mean only one 
thing. Another woman was here, or 
had been here within a short time! 

Swiftly, she flung herself across 
the room and threw open the door 
that led out into the patio. Donald 
caught her arm, but she wrenched 
herself free. The two men were 
close behind her now, but they were 
too late. 


A blond girl with disheveled hair 
and a hard, red mouth sat huddled 
in a wicker chair, holding an empty 
whisky glass in her hand. She 
sprang up and faced them defiantly. 

“Florry!” Tex exclaimed angrily. 
“T thought I sent word for you to 
get out!” 

“T hate you, Tex Landon!” shrilled 
the girl. “Sending that runner 
Pedro up here, when your chauffeur 
couldn’t get through! You don’t 
want me yourself, and now you want 
to take Donald away from me!” | 

Tex caught her sternly by the 
shoulders and put a hand of steel 
over her mouth. 
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“T’m sorry, Arden,” he said, “but 
this doesn’t mean anything, really. 
I knew she was here, and I tried to 
keep you until I had time to get 
Donald word, so that he could send 
her away. You see, you aren’t the 
only white woman within a thousand 
miles after all,” he stumbled on, try- 
ing to erase that frozen look from 
her face. 

Donald had hold of her again, 
sobbing, pleading with her not to be 
angry. It was all a hideous mistake 
which he could explain if she would 
only listen. 

“Take him!” screamed the blond 
girl, “But I'll have him, anyway! 
He can’t stay away from me!” 

“Now don’t get excited, Florry,” 
Donald muttered drunkenly. “Ar- 
den’s a good sport. She knows how 
it is with men down here in the 
tropics.” 

Yes, Arden thought with sudden 
clarity, she knew how it was with 
men like Donald and Ramon— 
weaklings! She knew now why 
Donald’s kisses had always made 
her shiver a little. They were like 
Ramon’s—hot, greedy and smother- 
ing. But she had needed that scene 
with Ramon to show her the truth. 

All at once, her heart was singing. 
She was free! She didn’t have to 
marry him! : 
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“Say you forgive me,” Donald 
cried frantically. “I'll kill myself 
without you, Arden.” 

She had nothing to say to him. 
She had been a fool, thinking that 
she could save a man from himself 
—a silly, deluded fool. But it was 
over at last. 

“Will you take me back, please, 
Tex?” she asked. 

He smiled at her joyously. “You 
didn’t think I would leave you here, 
did you?” he reproached. 

He held out his arms, and with- 
out a word, Arden went into them. 
He picked her up and strode with 
her out to the car. 

She clung to him, her eyes like 
stars. 

“Don’t look at me like that,” he 
said unsteadily, “unless you want me 
to kiss the life out of you!” 

She lifted her lips, soft and 
fragrant, eager for his love. 

“Love me?” he whispered huskily. 

“Love you, love you,” she an- 
swered dreamily. “Oh, so much, 
Tex darling!” 

His arms tightened around her. 
He bent his head and pressed his 
lips on hers in a kiss that went 
through her like a scarlet flame. 
There was no yesterday and no to- 
morrow—nothing in all the world 
but these two and their love. 
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Innocent Darling 


By Patty Smith 


HEN Sue, her eyes widening 
in eagerness, leaned forward 
to look over Jon Kennedy’s 
shoulder, she was completely un- 
aware that her face almost touched 
his. Her whole attention was con- 
centrated on the brush in his long, 
brown fingers. Watching its edge 
draggle carelessly into a splotch of 
raw, unblended blue, her breath 
caught in her throat and she barely 
resisted snatching at his arm. Then, 
as the masterly stroke swept across 
the canvas, she released her breath 
in an ecstatic sigh. 
“Oh, Jon,” she cried, “you did 
that on purpose. You knew all the 


time what that blue edge would do 


to the shadow.” The eagerness in 
her eyes became faintly wistful. 
“It’s knowing things like that that 
makes you a genius, and it’s not 
knowing them that makes me just 
a dumb art student.” 

Jon Kennedy stared through the 
hot midday haze at a distant hill, 
then turned to quirk a quizzical eye- 
brow at her. 

“Sue, my innocent darling,” he 
grinned, “that was just a_ trick 
acquired after years and years of 
painting.” He slipped a friendly 
arm around her. “You think every- 
thing I do is swell because I happen 
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to be the only  well-advertised 

painter you’ve come across.” He 

laughed, and dropping his arm from 

her waist, picked up his brushes 
ain. 

“No”’—she smiled, shaking her 
head—“you were a hero to me before 
you were famous. At seven years 
old I discarded paper dolls, and 
started, instead, to cut out reproduc- 
tions of your paintings. I have a 
scrapbook of everything of yours I 
could find in newspapers and maga- 
zines. So you see, you are really re- 
sponsible for my trying to become a 
painter.” 

The honest young worship in her 
eyes embarrassed him, even hurt him 
a little. 

“Don’t look at me like that or I 
shall cry,” he said, trying to laugh. 
“Your nose is so young—I mean, in- 
nocent and _ defenseless, like a 
puppy's.” 

Instantly, as though to prove him 
right, her nose crinkled up exactly 
like a protesting puppy’s, but after 
wavering on the brink of tears, she 
suddenly giggled delightedly. 

“Oh, Jon, this has been such a 
wonderful morning—just to be alone 
with you like this, watching you 
paint, I mean.” 

He laughed with her in light- 
hearted relief. “Sue, you are a nice 
infant. I think we’d better call it 
a day.” He shifted the easel to his 
right arm, slipping his left through 
hers. “Now then, if I don’t break 
my leg stumbling over this easel, we 
may get home before your sister and 
her husband have me arrested for 
kidnaping.” 

Sue grinned. “You know,” she 
said, “Tom and Maisie are so mad 
about you that they won’t even 
scold you for being late for luncheon. 
You are one guest who can do no 
wrong.” 


“They’re a great pair,” he re- 
marked soberly. “They’ve been 


closer to me than any one else for 


most of my life.” 

“Well,” laughed Sue, “TI think it’s 
perfectly disgusting of them to have 
known you longer than I have.” 


The faces around the table were 
just pink or brownish spots, and the 
gleaming glass and silver, the glitter- 
ing crystal decorations were only 
flashes of unimportant lights to Sue’s 
blankly wandering gaze. A faint 
flicker of expression did just touch 
her eyes as they rested on a bowl of 
white roses—a brief recognition of 
them as the source of an odor she 
found sickening. They made the 
room smell like a funeral, appro- 
priately enough, she thought dis- 
mally, since this evening was the 
a of everything she had hoped 
or. 

At last, her eyes strayed back to 
the couple opposite—Jon and Julia 
Tappin! She would have been 
jealous, she knew now, of 
woman at whom Jon looked like 
that. But that Jon should fall for 
Julia—discerning, fastidious Jon— 
not to see her insensitiveness, her 
innate cruelty! Didn’t he know she 
was cold and hard and—yes, stupid 
about everything that counted? 
What was it that attracted him? 
For he was obviously attracted. It 
was impossible to miss the eagerness 
in his eyes, not to hear his quick, de- 
lighted laughter, to remain unaware 
of the exhilaration expressed by his 
slightest gesture. Sue felt her heart 
sink. There was a sort of high 
arrogance in Julia’s sharply cut face 
—something flaunting, hard but 
challenging, especially to a man like 
Jon, who was doubtless surrounded 
by adoring females—foolish, fawn- 
ing females like herself, Sue thought 
bitterly. She contrasted her face 
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with Julia’s—her childish face with 
eyes and mouth too large and a 
freckled nose too small. She looked 
at the sleek curves of Julia’s figure, 
and felt like a scrawny little girl. 
She blinked rapidly several times. 
What was it Jon had called her this 
morning? Defenseless! Well, that 
was just what she was—absolutely 
defenseless against a siren like Julia. 
The only possible advantage she 
held over Julia was her love and un- 
derstanding of Jon’s work. But she 
knew that talking to him constantly 
of his work might very well be the 
surest way of boring him. What Jon 
really enjoyed was the gay sparring 
match, the challenging flirtation, the 
game at which Julia was unrivaled. 

Would Maisie never give the 
signal to rise, or were they to have 
coffee here instead of in the library 
as usual? She sent a despairing 
glance at her sister, and at once 
wished she hadn’t, for Maisie, inter- 
preting her glance only too well, 
stared at her: with startled eyes. 
Then she murmured something to 
the man on her right, and they both 
rose. In another minute every one, 
including Sue, streamed out of the 
room. 

Some shift in grouping brought her 
close to Jon and Julia as they 
reached the living room. 

Jon hailed her cheerfully. “Sue, 
you rascal, where have you been 
hiding yourself?” 

Julia laughed. ‘“She’s been hiding 
herself right under your nose, dar- 
ling, or at least six feet in front of 
it, all through dinner.” 

“That’s right. You were sitting 
just across the way,” said Jon easily. 
Grinning, he turned to Julia. “You 
see what you did to me, you and 
your wiles, making me neglect my 
first love?” 

He patted Sue’s arm affection- 
ately, but his careless jesting hurt 


abominably until she caught the 
look of startled annoyance that 
flashed across Julia’s face. 

“Oh, well,” Julia was saying, “you 
may have neglected your first love, 
but I can assure you she didn’t 
neglect you. She never took her 
eyes off you for an hour and a half.” 

Sue flushed deeply, but she 
achieved a wide-eyed. innocence as 
she answered sweetly, “Oh, no, Julia, 
you're mistaken. It was you, not 
Jon, I was looking at. It was such 
fun watching you turn on the 
glamour.” 

“Sue, you bad ” Jon reached 
for her, but she slipped neatly past 
him in ignominious retreat. She 
was simply too afraid to stay and 
match wits with Julia. Julia had 
guessed that she was in love with 
Jon. Desperately, her glance swept 
the room, searching for Maisie. 

When she found her, Maisie said, 
“Come up to my room with me, Sue. 
I need fresh make-up.” 

She did not speak again until she 
had closed the door of her room and 
lighted a cigarette. Then, after 
staring at Sue for a full minute, she 
commanded, “Come clean, Sue. 
How long has this been going on?” 

“How long has what been going 
on?” asked Sue, engulfed by an un- 
expected shyness. 

“This ve Maisie _ gestured 
vaguely with her cigarette. Then, 
extinguishing it with a nervous jab 
at the ash tray, she said firmly, 
“Jon.” 

“Oh!” Sue’s voice was small. “Jon 
—you mean Jon!” She didn’t look 
at Maisie. “Well, practically al- 
ways.” 

Maisie frowned. “But you hadn’t 
seen him for years, until a week ago 
—not since you were a child.” 

“T know, but I’ve seen pictures of 
his paintings and pictures of him, 
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“So you’ve liked me for years and years,” he mocked. 
were twelve—and I was thirty-one. Ob, Sue! Don’t you know it’s bad 
taste for middle-aged men to chase young girls?” 


and you and Tom were always rav- 
‘ ing about him, and——” 

“And so you had to nourish a 
secret, sentimental attachment for 
him? Good heavens, Sue, you're not 
that romantic?” 

“Yes, I am,” replied Sue flatly. 

“T think you’re crazy,’ Maisie 
told her helplessly. “In this day and 


“Ever since you 


age! Does—does he know how you 
feel about him?” 

“Not yet, but”—grimly—“he will, 
just as soon as Julia Tappin gets 
around to it. She’s all set to picture 
me as a silly, lovesick moron bent 
on making him ridiculous. She had 
a crack at it to-night.” 

“She would!” said Maisie briefly. 
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“She doesn’t like us much, does 
she?” Sue asked curiously. 

“Tl say she doesn’t!” Maisie re- 
turned emphatically. “It’s quite a 
story, Sue. You wouldn’t remem- 
ber, but after one of old Tappin’s 
raids on public funds, father’s news- 
paper got after him and forced him 
to disgorge, or else! The scandal 
broke about the time they came here 
and that, combined with the fact 
that he’d taken some of our resident 
merchant princes for a ride as well, 
slammed the social gates in their 
faces. It was hard on Julia.” 

“But Julia wasn’t responsible,” 
cried Sue heatedly. 

“That’s how I felt about it,” said 
Maisie quietly. “So I gave a big 
party for her, thinking that if, in 
spite of father’s articles, I enter- 
tained her, the rest would follow 
suit.” 

“That was sweet, Maisie. Didn’t 
she love you for it?” 

“She did not! You see, Julia is an 
opportunist but proud, and the two 
don’t mix. She knew her one chance 
to make this set was to accept my 
invitation, but to be obligated to the 
daughter of the man who had ex- 
posed her father was revolting to her 
pride. Oh, she accepted, all right, 
and she pretends to be fond of me, 
but it’s wearing pretty thin in spots.” 

“T don’t get her at all!” Sue sighed. 

“You wouldn’t,” Maisie replied. 
“Wild horses couldn’t have dragged 
you to the house of your enemies, 
unless perhaps you’d have been so 
touched by their magnanimity that 
you’d have loved them forever 
after. You see”—grinning—“you’re 
romantic. Julia isn’t. She’s shrewd 
enough, though, to gather what 
you’re like, and the difference in 
your standards would be enough to 
repel her, even if you weren’t father’s 
daughter and my sister. And so, Sue 
darling, I don’t know what she’ll try 


to do to you. First off, I’m afraid 
she’s persuaded Jon to paint her 
portrait.” 

“What? Oh, Maisie!” Sue sank 
into the nearest chair, a crumpled 
heap of despair. 

“Listen, honey, don’t take it so 
hard. I can fix that, I think, by 
bluffing Jon into believing our feel- 
ings will be hurt if he runs off every 
day to paint Julia while he’s our 
guest. A bit crude, but it will work 
with Jon. He’s that sort. He 
wouldn’t hurt Tom or me for the 
world.” She sighed, arose, and 
wandered to the mirror to apply a 
few deft touches of powder and lip- 
stick. “Sue, I’ll have to go down 
now. You can stay on up here if 
you like.” 

“T daren’t,” said Sue. “Julia 
would tell Jon I was sulking because 
I was jealous of her. I'll go down 
with you.’ 

They descended the stairway 
hand in hand. 

Jon and Julia were surrounded by 
additional guests who had motored 
over from near-by estates for the 
dancing. Maisie, still holding Sue’s 
hand, unconsciously pulled Sue 
along with her as she hurried for- 
ward to greet the new group. 

When Sue found herself close to 
Jon, he touched her arm, asking, 
“Shall we dance?” 

Julia turned her head quickly, 
sending him a startled, reproachful 
glance, and his eyes, aided by a 
quizzical eyebrow, answered hers as 
plainly as though he had spoken 
aloud, “Nonsense; you know it’s only 
fora moment. You know I'll return 
to you.” 

That swift, secret interchange of 
glances was so significant of the un- 
derstanding between them, that Sue 
felt a sickening conviction that it 
was already too late for any success- 
ful intervention on Maisie’s part. 
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Dancing was as simple and 
natural to Sue as breathing, but 
when the music stopped, she stood 
inert, her arms dangling at her sides 
in the awkward lifelessness of a me- 
chanical toy that has run down. 

At first she did not hear what Jon 
was saying. 

He was frowning a little, and there 
was a queer brightness in his eyes. 
“Do you know you dance better than 
any one I’ve ever danced with?” 
Abruptly, he took her arm. “Let’s 
go outside.” 

“Won’t Julia mind?” 

“Why should Julia mind?” 

“TI don’t know,” she faltered. “I 
mean, she likes you so much, and 
I don’t think she likes me.” 

“Oh, rot!” he exclaimed shortly. 
“Who cares whether or not Julia 
likes you? I like you.” 

“Do you?” she asked wistfully. 
“But, of course, you think I’m just 
a nice kid. You aren’t really in- 
terested in me. I mean”—she 
couldn’t help saying it—“I mean 
the way you are in Julia.” 

“Sue darling, be your age, which, 
by the way, is ten years less than 
Julia’s.” 

“T don’t want to be my age. I 
hate being treated like a baby. I 
know what I like and what I want, 
just as well as Julia does—better, 
because I’ve known so much longer.” 

He stared at her for a second, 
then looking away from her, he said 
quietly, “But what do you want, 
Sue?” 

“T want you to act as if I were 
grown up. I want you to take me 
as seriously as you take Julia. I 
want you to like me the way you 
like her.” 

“But why? You don’t like me 
that way.” 

“I do—I always have, for years 
and years, ever since I was twelve.” 

He took a swift stride toward her, 
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and grasping her shoulders, stared 
again into her eyes, his face intent 
and rather white. Almost instantly 
though, he freed her and stepped 
back abruptly. 

“For years and years,” he mocked. 
“Ever since you were twelve—six 
years ago! Six years ago I was 
thirty-one, and it seems like yester- 
day! Oh, Sue!” 

“What of it?” demanded Sue. 
“What’s age got to do with it?” 

“This,” he said deliberately. “I 
think it’s pretty bad taste for mid- 
dle-aged men to chase young girls.” 

“You, middle-aged?” 

“Yes, middle-aged. I may look a 
bit younger because I’m thin and 
[I’ve still got my hair. But that can’t 
last long now. I’m due to get fat 
and become completely bald, almost 
any day.” 

“T don’t care,” she cried obsti- 
nately. “You'll still be able to paint, 
won't you? Or do you expect your 
hands to become crippled some day 
next week?” 

His laugh was partly relief, but 
partly something else. “I get it 
now, he said. “It’s the painter 
you're interested in. That simplifies 
things. You shall be chief critic and 
sympathizer. Besides, as soon as I 
begin to do portraits down here, I’m 
going to need a fellow painter to 
keep up my morale.” 

Sue had listened in sullen silence, 
but at his last words, a sudden 
sparkle appeared in her eyes, and 
her voice was almost cheerful as she 
answered, grinning, “All right, pal. 
Shall we go in now?” 

A shade of something that might 
have been disappointment darkened 
his eyes before he turned to follow 
her into the house. 

Maisie and Julia were obviously 
waiting for them at the door, 

“Jon,” called Maisie, hurriedly 
forestalling Julia, “you aren’t really, 
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planning to paint Julia’s portrait, 
are you? When you promised Tom 
and me not to paint while you are 
here? You know you said you’d 
come just to play around with us 
and forget your work entirely. 
Tom’s going to be awfully dis- 
appointed if you spend all your 
mornings shut up in the studio.” 

“Well’—Jon seemed at a loss— 
“of course, I want to do what you 
and Tom want me to while I am 
here, but you see I do want to 
paint Julia. I suppose,” he said 
awkwardly, “I can put it off until 
another time if Julia doesn’t mind 
waiting.” 

“TI do mind,” snapped Julia, her 
eyes blazing. “You’re returning to 
Europe next month, and if you think 
I’m going to wait another year ee 
She whirled furiously on Maisie. 
“Do you realize, I wonder, just what 
your selfishness is going to cost Jon? 
TI was to pay him 
five thousand dol- 
lars for my por- 
trait.” 

Jon glared at 
her, his face deep 
red, but he forced 
himself to say 
lightly, “Excuse it, 
please, Maisie. 
Julia wouldn’t un- 
derstand about 
you and Tom and 
me. Naturally, I 
shan’t enter into 
any engagement 
which would cut into our time to- 
gether,” he finished graciously. 

It was Sue who leaped into the 
breach. “Jon,” she ordered im- 
patiently, “stop being high-hat. 
Julia is quite right. Of course you 
must do her portrait. Don’t let 
Maisie work on you. She’s trying to 
make a sentimental fool of you just 
to show us that she can.” 


They all stared at her, Jon re- 
proachfully, Julia suspiciously, and 
Maisie as though she couldn’t be- 
lieve her ears. 

“Sue!” And then Maisie closed 
her mouth, swallowed, stared at Sue, 


‘and said carefully, “Sue is right, Jon. 


I didn’t realize my own motives— 
vanity mostly, and a little jealousy, 
I guess. Anyhow, I really want you 
to paint Julia. I’m all apologies, 
Julia. Come along, Sue.” 

She smiled pleasantly, but the 
hand with which she propelled Sue 
across the room, along the hall, and 
into Tom’s empty study, left blue 
marks on Sue’s arm. 

“Now then,” she began, closing 
the door, “what have you to say for 
yourself, you little double-crosser?” 

Sue rubbed her released arm gin- 
gerly. “I’m awfully sorry, Maisie, 
but you just about had Jon stopped, 
so I had to say something drastic.” 

“But didn’t you 
want him stepped?” 

“No,” answered 
Sue slowly. “I 
think our only 
chance is to let him 
paint Julia.” 

“Are you crazy? 
‘To turn her loose 
on him for hours 
every day? Don’t 
you know she is 
beautiful?” 

“I do know how 
beautiful she is, 
better than you do, 
probably. You see, Maisie, I have 
one advantage over Julia where Jon 
is concerned. I’m an artist myself, 
or sort of one, and I’m going to 
gamble on what I know of that side 
of Jon.” 

“You’re just a crazy kid,” said 
Maisie wearily. “But have it your 
own way. After’ all, it’s your 
funeral.” 
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The next two weeks were intoler- 
able for Sue. Julia had insisted, not 
unreasonably, that her portrait be 
painted against her own background, 
so Jon passed most of his mornings 
at the Tappin estate. For the past 
week he had also been remaining 
there for luncheons, even lingering 
on into the afternoons as well. 


Maisie offered Sue scant sym- - 


pathy. She refrained from saying, 
“I told you so,” but upon Jon’s first 
dereliction, she had glanced across 
the luncheon table at Sue, remark- 
ing, “Clever child, Sue!” in a voice 
that dripped sarcasm. Sue could 
scarcely blame her, since she had de- 
liberately thwarted Maisie’s plan in 
order to substitute a high-flown 
scheme of her own. She had thought 
—oh, so fatuously—that a pro- 
tracted study of Julia’s face would 
force Jon to a correct diagnosis of 
the real Julia. And it hadn’t at all. 
Instead, their mutual interest in the 
portrait had drawn them closer, just 
as Maisie had known it would. 

Then, too, he had denied Sue the 
role of critic he had promised her. 
In fact, she had never seen the 
portrait, his excuse being that he 
never let any one look at unfinished 
work. 

“Do you mean that Julia hasn’t 
seen it, either?” she had exclaimed. 

“Certainly not. I never let my 
subjects see what I am doing to 
them unless, of course, they happen 
to be artists themselves, in which 
case they have a doubtful nuisance 
value. Yes, I know, Sue dear, that 
that should apply to you, too, but in 
this particular case there’d be no 
holding Julia if you were to see it 
first.” 

“T don’t see why,” she protested. 

He frowned, and again there was 
that strange bright light in his eyes, 
but he only said rather dryly, “You 
see all right. You understand per- 
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Julia.’ 

He interrupted her embarrassed 
apologies, “Skip it. You're not any 
more unfair to Julia than she is to 
you.” Grinning maliciously, he con- 
tinued, “I’m going to have you see 
it for the first time together, pretty 
soon. It will be finished in about 
two more sittings.” 

And so now it was finished, and 
she was driving over to Broadmore 
with Jon for a preview, as he called 
it. “Though nothing you or Julia can 
say will persuade me to change one 
brush stroke,” he had added. 

: “Then you are quite satisfied with 
it?’ 

“Satisfied?” he said scornfully. 
“No, of course not! When I become 
satisfied, I'll be through, except for 
mechanical efforts to repeat my past 
successes. But, Sue, I’m telling you” 
—he laughed triumphantly, his voice 
rising on a note of boyish exuberance 
—‘T’ve got something this time. I 
think this is my masterpiece up to 
now.” 

All at once, Sue’s mood rose to 
meet his. After all, she did have a 
sincere, even a passionate, love of 
painting. True, his success meant 
her failure, for if his portrait of Julia 
was truly great, it must be good in 
character. Since he still admired 
Julia, it proved that Sue was wrong 
about her—that there must be some 
hidden fineness in Julia that his ex- 
perienced artist’s eyes had dis- 
covered and transferred to his 
canvas. If this were true, then 
Sue’s own judgment of her was the 
result of cheap, vulgar jealousy. 
And so, when Julia appeared in the 
doorway, Sue prepared to meet her 
with propitiatory meekness. 

Julia’s opening remark changed 
all that. 

“Oh, hello, Sue. Nice of you to 
drive Jon over. I could have sent 


fectly that it wouldn’t be fair to 
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for him if I’d known Tom wanted 
his car returned.” 

“Tom doesn’t want his car,” re- 
plied Jon, cheerfully. “I’ve brought 
Sue along to criticize the portrait.” 

Julia smiled scornfully. “And just 
what value does the famous Jon 
Kennedy attach to the criticism of a 
half-baked art student?” 

Sue was furious, yet delighted— 
furious at Julia’s rudeness and de- 
lighted at Jon’s reaction to it. 

But his reaction, she saw, was not 
lost on Julia, for she added at once 
with a disarming smile, “Forgive me, 
Sue. It’s just that I feel an out- 
sider when you two get arty to- 
gether.” 

“All right, let’s get going,” said 


Jon, partially mollified. 
They followed Julia through a 
gloomy, walnut-paneled library, 


across a stiff gilt-and-brocade draw- 
ing-room, into an art gallery filled 
with suits of armor, antique weapons 
and exactly the sort of paintings the 
rest of the house led one to expect. 
Julia waved an indifferent hand at 
them. 
on his pictures, but I just don’t be- 
lieve it. I'll bet he knows more 
about what pictures are worth than 
Jon does. Anything father pays 
money for has got to be good.” 


Did she really believe this vulgar. 


stuff had any value? Sue glanced 
swiftly at Jon, but he merely raised 
one eyebrow and chuckled. “Julia’s 
utter lack of taste doesn’t bother 
him at all,” thought Sue, dum- 
founded. “He just thinks it’s funny 
—this awful house, these awful pic- 
tures, and Julia’s not knowing how 
awful they are!” 

Because of the skylight the art 
gallery did well enough as a studio, 
and at the far end Sue saw Jon’s 
empty easel. He went to a large, 
ornate cabinet, and unlocking it 
with a key from his pocket, took out 


“Jon says father got stung. 


a canvas which he held so that the 
painted side remained concealed 
from Julia and Sue. 

“Now then,” he said, backing 
them against the wall, “I think this 
will be about the right distance.” 
He placed the canvas on the easel, 
adjusting it to the light. 

Then, as he turned to rejoin them, 
Sue got her first full view of the 
painting. She was so overcome that 
she could only cry, “Oh, Jon!” in a 
quivering gasp of ecstasy. 

It was truly a_ breath-taking 
affair. He had painted Julia in a 
jade-green gown, from which an eve- 
ning wrap of gold tissue jutted out 
from her arms with the effect of 
lowering wings. Her body, like some 
gorgeous tropical bird, swayed for- 
ward as though alighting from the 
sky-blue background. 

But the face chilled Sue’s heart. 
Was it possible that he was unaware 
of what he had done to Julia’s face? 
Or was it that having caught the 
birdlike suggestion of her pose, he 
had been unable to resist the 
temptation to carry it almost to a 
point of exaggeration? Her black 
hair was made to appear blacker by 
high lights only a shade less blue 
than the background, and her skin 
was made unnaturally vivid by 
splashes of scarlet on her mouth and 
cheek bones. On either side of an 
exaggerated arched nose, her eyes 
glittered with the greed of a preda- 
tory bird. The beautiful rhythm of 
line and the brilliant colors made it 
the most unique, though perhaps the 
cruelest portrait Sue had ever seen. 

And yet, when at last she dared to 
drag her hypnotized gaze from it to 
look at Julia, she no longer thought 
the portrait exaggerated. Con- 
trasted with the almost insane rage 
that distorted Julia’s features, the 
face in the portrait faded to a mere 
unpleasant arrogance. 
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Frightened, she turned to Jon, but 
he was leaning lazily against the 
wall, squinting at his painting with 
admiring but professionally critical 
eyes. 

Instinctively, she moved closer to 


him, still watching Julia. She al- 
ready had placed herself between 
them when Julia reached carefully 


' a ae 


Svea 


Sue screamed as 
Julia ripped the por- 

trait from brow to chin, com- 
pletely ruining Jon’s masterpiece. 


behind her to take from the wall a 
small fifteenth-century dagger. For 
a second, Sue had a sensation of 
screaming without sound, until after 
a moment of breathless agony, she 
realized that Julia was moving, not 
toward Jon, but toward the portrait. 
Her instant recognition of Julia’s 
purpose released the terror that 
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paralyzed her throat, but still she 
uttered no sound. 

She must, she told herself, call out 
now or it would be too late. But she 
was being torn in two. The latent 
artist in her was in arms, trying to 
scream a warning, determined to 
prevent the destruction of a truly 
great painting. But the woman in 
her knew that if Julia succeeded in 
destroying it, then Jon was hers, 
Sue’s, forever. 

When at last she screamed, it was 
too late. The dagger had ripped 
through the canvas from brow to 
chin, completely ruining Jon’s mas- 
terpiece. Sue turned to Jon, feeling 
as she saw his sick, shocked face as 
though she, instead of Julia, had 
plunged the knife, not into his paint- 
ing, but into Jon himself. 

Through these waves of futile re- 
morse, she became conscious of 
Julia’s raucous tirade. 

“So you thought you could show 
me up to all your highbrow friends, 
and”—pointing at Sue—“give this 
scheming little sneak a laugh, too! 
Well, she’s seen it all right, but the 
rest of your crowd of stuffed shirts 
never will.” She burst into shrill, 
hysterical laughter. “And you ac- 
tually thought you could get away 
with making me look like a cross 
between a parrot and a buzzard! 
You thought I’d stand for it because 
I was crazy about you. Well, you 
listen to me. I never was crazy 
about you! It was only that I hated 
Maisie and Sue. I’d even have mar- 
ried a spying snake like you to spite 
them. Do you hear me?” 

“T hear you,” he said quietly. 
“Have you finished?” 

“T’ve finished—with you and your 
caricature. To think that people 
dare call the painter of that”—mo- 
tioning to the mutilated portrait— 
“that rotten cartoon, a_ genius. 
What a laugh!” 


Jen walked slowly to his easel. 
Sue could have cried at the expres- 
sion in his eyes. Reverently, he re- 
moved it from the easel, and holding © 
it in his hands, faced Julia. For a 
second, the pain in his eyes was re- 
placed by a gleam of sardonic 
triumph. “How like you it is, isn’t 
it? And how ironical that I hadn’t 
the remotest idea of its truth when 
I did it!” He carried the canvas 
down the long gallery. When he 
reached the door, he paused to look 
back, smiling slightly. “My dear 
Julia,” he said mockingly, “you al- 
most convince me that I am, after 
all, a genius.” 

He opened the door and was gone. 

Julia sprang after him, but sud- 
denly whirled, and with her back 
against the closed door, confronted 
Sue. “You—you”—she seemed to 
be choking—“you are at the bottom 
of this. You urged him to paint me. 
I might have guessed you had some 
trick up your sleeve.” She shook 
the dagger threateningly at Sue. “I 
ought to kill you!” she cried. 

Sue knew well enough that Julia 
had no intention of resorting to 
physical violence. Nevertheless, she 
felt weak, shattered and guilty. She 
wanted more than anything in the 
world to escape, but she did not 
quite dare to thrust Julia away from 
the door. A physical struggle might 
snap what was left of Julia’s self- 
control, and she still held that knife. 

Then the door opened quietly, and 
Jon was saying, “Coming, Sue?” 


Neither of them spoke until they 
were nearly home. Then Sue, un- 
able to endure his silence, moved 
closer to him. 

“Jon,” she said softly, “I’m so 
sorry about that wonderful, glorious 
painting!” She leaned against his 
shoulder. “And for you to remem- 
ber me at a time like that, to return 


Innocent Darling 37 


for me——” She stopped to blink 
back her tears before continuing 
bravely, “Jon, now that you really 
know Julia, as she really is, don’t 
you Oh, Jon, don’t you begin 
to like me a little better? I mean— 
you know what I mean.” 

He did not answer until he had 
turned the car into a narrow tree- 
shaded lane and stopped. “You 
mean, de I love you?” he asked 
gently, and gathered her into his 
arms. “Silly little Sue, not to know 
Tlove you!” She thought he was go- 
ing to kiss her, but he released her 
and moved away, saying, “It’s only 
that it seems so unfair to you. 
You’re so young, and I’m afraid 
that without knowing it, you’ve con- 
fused me with my work. Honestly, 
Sue, isn’t it my painting, not me, 
that really attracts you?” 

A guilty flush spread over her face. 
If he should ever suspect her part, 
however passive, in the destruction 
of his painting! She answered him 
a little sadly, “Oh, no, Jon. I don’t 
believe women ever place art above 
love. We just aren’t made that way. 
Jon”—she grasped him closer—“Jon, 
are you sure you love me?” 


He took her in his arms again, 
smiling down into her eyes. “Aren’t 
you sure—haven’t you been sure for 
quite some time that it was really 
you I loved?” 

“No,” she answered honestly. 
“Sometimes I hoped so, but I was 
never certain, until you came back 


for me just now. I knew then that 


you needed me.” 

“My darling girl,” he said, laugh- 
ing, “I came back because I thought 
you needed me. I came because I 
loved you, yes; but not even the 
most heartless brute would have left 
you there alone, defenseless against 
that devilish woman.” 

“Jon”—she shivered a little in his 
arms—‘Jon, if you don’t mind, 
please don’t harp on my defenseless- 
ness. I’m not-as defenseless as you 
think Iam. No woman is.” 

But she was defenseless against 
the surge of rapture that flooded her 
entire being as his lips pressed down 
on hers. This was different, she told 
herself, as the world spun dizzily 
around her. She wanted to be de- 
fenseless against the chaos of his 
kisses. With eyes closed, she lifted 
her lips to his again. 


TS 


REUNION 


‘OU whom I loved those many years ago 
Are deeply framed: within my memory; 

You live in every beauty that I see, 
In throbbing, deep-voiced songs you used to know. 
The lonely, empty years go slowly, slow, 
Yet they, too, pass, and I am left still free 
To go my little way indifferently. 
It does not matter; I would have it so. 


Though many came who trod the path you made, 
Longing to clear the way and break the stone, 
They lingered, hesitated, but, afraid, 

Went on, and I am still alone, alone; 

But I am sure the glad day will come when, 
Beloved, you and I shall meet again. 


ANNE Rosinson 


HERE was no one at the sta- 
tion to meet Judy Faveron. It 
was quite dark and the rain 
came down in sheets. The one lan- 
tern above the waiting-room door 
was the only light anywhere in the 
tree-enshrouded night. At first, she 
didn’t even see old Cliff’s taxi. 
There was no sign of Ned’s big 
blue coupé, though she had wired 
him that she was coming. For a 
moment Judy stood shivering in the 
rainy darkness, wondering again 
what had happened to make Ned 
wire her to come home immediately, 
and then not be there to meet her. 
She still carried his telegram in a 
crumpled yellow wad inside her gray 


Smart Girls 


glove. He was having a party at 
which he wanted her to be present, 
he had said, and the command had 
been so strange that she had re- 
turned from her short stay in the 
city with hardly half of her trous- 
seau shopping done. 

She knew that she dared not an- 
ger Ned. She had hated him from 
the first time she had seen him, 
loathed his kisses, but she was going 
to marry him. Nothing could stop 
her, now that she had made up her 
mind. 

She moved down the platform, 
holding her umbrella low, so that 
the driving rain wouldn’t ruin her 
new red hat. She was thinking that 


Marry Money 


By Thelmar Cox 


she’d find old Cliff and make him 
take her out to Bellaire, Ned’s plan- 
tation home, at once. -She didn’t 
know that any one else was there 
until she had run squarely into a 
man, jabbing him in the face with 
the tip of her umbrella. 

“Why don’t you look where you’re 
going, you little nitwit?” he groaned. 
“Tt’s against the law to go around 
poking out people’s eyes with dan- 
gerous weapons.” 

He loomed there before her in the 
dim light, a tall man in a wet over- 


coat, with water pouring off the 
brim of his turned-down hat, so 
that it spattered his scowling face. 
He had apparently descended from 
the parlor car, for he was carrying 
a suitcase too, and he hadn't been 
on the Pullman coming down from 
the city. 

He was just another workingman 
sent dewn by the Eastern company 
that now owned her grandfather’s 
factory, Judy decided. There had 
been a steady stream of them since 
that day soon after her grandfather’s 
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death, when her grandmother had 
signed away their rights to the fac- 
tory and to Grande Coe, the beauti- 
ful old Faveron home, in order to 
pay the debts her grandfather had 
elt. 

“You don’t have to be so rude,” 
Judy snapped. “You must have 
been working at it a long time to de- 
velop such a nice technique. Will 
you get out of my way and let me 
find a taxi?” 

She had her face toward the light. 
The man stood staring at her, not 
moving at all. Suddenly, he laughed. 

“TI suppose you’re one of those 
proud Southern beauties I’ve heard 
about,” he drawled. “You live in a 
house with tall white columns, and a 
lowly engineer would just be dust 
beneath your feet. I ought to con- 
sider myself honored that you 
deigned to punch me in the eye with 
your umbrella. It’s nothing that 
you mou dream of apologizing for, 
is it 

“You’re the rudest man I ever 
met,” Judy said angrily. “And I’m 
only sorry I didn’t hurt you worse. 
Now, will you get out of my way 
and let me find a taxi, or do you 
expect me to stand here and drown 
in this rain?” 

“With a temper like that, you 
should have red hair,” he decided. 
“But it is brown, isn’t it? And your 
nose tilts. You’ve no idea of how 
frightened I am of girls whose noses 
tilt. I always fall in love with them. 
But even if it is raining, you’re not 
going until you apologize. Come on 
now, I’m waiting!” 

“Just try to make me,” Judy 
gritted. 

She knew, even as she said it, that 
she had gone too far. She couldn’t 
see his face, but there was steel in 
his voice. 

“You're a spoiled little brat,” he 
growled, “and too grown-up for the 


spanking you deserve. But let this 
be a lesson to you!” 

He pulled her to him and tilted 
her head. Hard, firm lips came 
down in a savage, mocking kiss that 
seemed to sear her mouth with 
flame. Then Judy jerked free of his 
grasp and was running blindly down 
the platform toward old Cliff’s taxi. 

“Tl pay you back for that!” she 
flung over her shoulder in answer to 
his ringing laugh. She threw in her 
bag beside the huddled, sleeping 
form of the old darky, and com- 
manded him to take her out to 
Bellaire. 

All the way out to Bellaire, Judy’s 
sense of foreboding grew. She tried 
to tell herself that it was foolish to 
let herself be so disturbed by Ned’s 
telegram and the encounter with 
the stranger at the station. 

It wasn’t likely that Grayson had 
told Ned about the bargain she had 
made with him, she reassured her- 
self. Her grandfather’s former sec- 
retary. knew as well as she did that 
he’d never get the ten thousand dol- 
lars unless she married Ned, and 
that if Ned thought it was his 
money she was after, he'd never 
marry her. 

Ned’s popularity with the girls 
had grown unbelievably since the 
Eastern company had sent him 
down to be her grandfather’s busi- 
ness manager two years ago. Then 
inherited money had enabled him to 
retire and establish himself in Bell- 
aire as a real Southern gentleman. 
But none of the girls who had tried 
to marry Ned had been quite as des- 
perate as she. 

For leaving the home that had 
sheltered Faverons for generations 
to live in a small factory cottage 
had almost broken old Cynthia Fa- 
veron’s heart, Judy knew. Her 
grandmother had aged terribly on 
leaving Grande Coe, but she’d held 
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her proud white head high, and had 
stoutly maintained that, but for his 
‘unexpected death, her husband 
would have been successful in his ex- 
periments, and the Faveron home 
would have been saved. 

She would never learn the truth, 
Judy vowed. Shed marry Ned 
Wheeler, so that there’d be money 
to buy that incriminating ledger 
from Grayson. Frail little Cynthia 
would never know that the man she 
had loved for a lifetime had played 
the stock market with money be- 
longing to stockholders, and fixed 
his account to make it legitimate 
loss. 

The stockholders’ losses had been 
repaid, for old Cynthia had sold 
Grande Coe to cover them. She had 
endured that gallantly, but dishonor 
would kill her. 

Ned’s party was already in prog- 
ress as they went up the driveway. 
There were a number of cars parked 
before the door, and the house 
blazed with light. She should have 
gone home and to eve- 
ning dress, Judy 
thought as she 
waited for old 
Ben to open the 
door, but Ned’s 
not meeting her 
after she’d wired 
him had fright- 
ened her. 

She knew, as 
soon as she 
walked into the 
living room, that 
something was 
wrong. For at 
sight of her, the 
hum of voices 
died abruptly to 
a stunned silence, 
while her brown 
eyes searched the 
group and found 


Ned beside beautiful, blond Gloria 
Meadows. 

“Why, hello, Judy,” Ned said 
coolly, his dark gaze travelmg from 
the red hat down to her wet slippers, 
and coming back to smile icily into 
Judy’s bewildered eyes. “So nice of 
you to come home in time for my 
party. We were just going in to 
dinner.” 

Mary Marston put her hand to 
her mouth to cover a gasp of dis- 
may, and Fern Childress was trying 
to tell her something with her eyes. 
Some of the men reddened and 
turned away, and others were care- 
ful not to look at her. It wasn’t 
that she had broken in on a formal 
dinner party clad in a damp, travel- 
worn suit, either. There was some- 
thing dreadfully wrong that none of 
them dared tell her—something that 
made Ned look at her with amused 
scorn that chilled her blood. 

Then Jim Gaines offered Judy his 
arm and, somehow, they were mov- 
ing into the dining room. 

“Glad you're back, Judy. But, 
my stars, why 
did you come te 
this party?” 

Jim’s lips had 
hardly moved, 
but the whis- 
pered words sent 
a shiver up 
Judy’s spine. She 
was so sick with 
fright that she 
clung to Jim’s 
arm to steady 
herself, for the 
room was whirl- 
ing around her. 
And it was surely 
pity im the faces 
of her friends! 
But why? 

Not even when 


she saw the table 
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did she understand. It was most 
certainly an announcement party, 
for there was a huge bridal bouquet 
on the silver platter, and the place 
cards were little doll brides. Then 
all the laughing voices in the room 
blurred into a roarmg sound that 
shook Judy’s world to pieces about 
her head. 

“Gloria and Ned,” some one had 
written in slanting backhand. 

Gloria and Ned! It was surely a 
mistake! But Judy knew it wasn’t. 
It didn’t matter that she still had 
Ned’s diamond on her finger, that 
she had been im the city buying her 
trousseau. Ned was announcing his 
engagement to Gloria, and it had 
amused him to invite her to the 
party! 

Judy realized dimly that every 
eye there was turned on her instead 
of the beautiful girl in the green 
satin dress, and she forced herself 
to smile. Down the long table her 
eyes found Ned, but he wasn’t look- 
ing at her. He smiled at Gloria, 
making the incredible thmg true. 
For some reason she didn’t know, 
Ned was jilting her, when she sim- 
ply had to marry him! 

“But aren’t you going to wish us 
happiness, my dear Judy?” some one 
was saying, and Judy lifted tortured 
eyes to meet Ned’s taunting smile, 
while her friends sat in horrified si- 
lence. 

“T’m sure that I wish you all the 
happiness in the world,” Judy 
choked. “It’s—it’s nice that you’ve 
found a bride so beautiful.” 

Ned smiled. He was like a lean 
panther poised to spring, Judy felt. 
There was cruelty about his thin 
lips, his eyes were dark with con- 
tempt when he looked at her, and 
she hated him more than ever. 

Under the edge of the lace cloth, 
Judy’s fingers dug into her palms. 
She longed to get out of this suffo- 


cating room and run as far away as 
she could go, but her Faveron pride 
made her sit there. Ned stood up. 
He took something from his pocket, 
and Judy’s heart thudded painfully 
when she saw that he held a scrap 
of gray paper in his hand. 

Far off, the doorbell tinkled and 
old Ben spoke to some one in the 
hall, but Judy was only vaguely 
conscious of it. ~ 

“No man wants his friends to 
think him a cad,” Ned drawled. 
“And I believe it is customary to 
break your engagement to one girl 
before marrying another one. So I 
want to read you this scrap of a note 
that seems to be in Judy’s own 
handwriting. There’s no address or 
signature, but I think it speaks for 
itself!” 

He unfolded the torn bit of paper, 
and Judy sat still as death, know- 
ing what was coming. For Ned, 
somehow, had obtained the note 
that she had written Grayson from 
the city. 

“Don’t worry about my running 
away, ” Ned read, his mouth a thin 
white line of anger. “ ‘For I’m com- 
ing back to marry Ned. I’m not the 
least bit in love with him, but he 
has money = 

Ned’s voice broke off abruptly, 
and Gloria laughed. It had been 
Gloria who had found that scrap in 
Grayson’s wastebasket and had 
given it to Ned, Judy guessed. 
Grayson had a room at the Mead- 
ows’s home, and Gloria had had no 
scruples about betraying Judy, for 
she’d been determined to marry Ned 
herself. 

“Smart girls marry money, my 
dear Judy,’ Ned jeered. “But at 
least they’re careful enough not to 
put their intentions down on paper!” 

“But Judy can explain,” some one 
said hotly, and Judy’s tear-dimmed 
eyes saw that it was Fern eSS 
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who had come to her rescue. Down 
the table, her friends were expecting 
her to defend herself, and there was 
nothing she could say. She rose 
slowly to her feet, perceiving that 
she had to get out of that awful 
room and away from the frozen, 
staring faces before the tears 
trickled down her white cheeks. It 
wasn’t until then that she saw the 
man in the doorway, and her fierce 
Faveron pride came to her rescue. 

He still wore the wet raincoat, 
and now that he had removed his 
hat, she saw that his hair was dark 
above a lean, handsome face in 
which amused gray eyes must have 
witnessed that dreadful scene from 
the beginning. The mouth that had 
kissed her so mockingly was twisted 
into a taunting smile that made 
Judy’s anger overcome her shame. 

“And smart girls can change their 
minds,” Judy said clearly. “Go 
ahead and marry Gloria, if you like. 
It doesn’t matter to me!” 

She pushed back her chair. Fling- 
ing Ned’s ring down on the table, 
she turned to go, when the man at 
the door halted her by the astonish- 
ing thing he was saying. 

“A smart girl changes her mind 
about marrying money when she 
falls in love with somebody else, my 
dear Ned,” drawled the newcomer. 
“Judy and I loved each other at first 
sight, and she was coming home to 
tell you so. You couldn't jilt Judy 
if you wanted to, because she was 
giving you up to marry me!” 

The room was washed of all 
sound. No one seemed to breathe 
while the gray-eyed man shrugged 
off the wet raincoat and threw it to 
old Ben. The brown tweed suit he 
wore was old and rumpled, and he 
‘didn’t look like a man with money. 
He looked like what he had said he 
was—a wandering engineer. But 
for some reason or other, his calm 


assertion that she was his fiancée 
was making Ned furious. 

“T don’t believe it, Dennis Lane,” 
he rasped. “You hated me when we 
were children together at grand- 
father’s and I was his favorite. Then 
when I had a much better position 
with the company than you did, you 
disliked me for that, and now since 
I’ve inherited the family money 
You always did fancy yourself 
a knight-errant rushing to the aid of 
a lady in distress. I don’t think 
a ever saw Judy before in your 
hfe!” 

Dennis Lane walked slowly across 
the room to Judy. The smile on his 
lean face had deepened, but even 
when he placed his arm about her, 
Judy saw that his cold glance never 
wavered from Ned’s face. He was 
the cousin Ned had seemed to de- 
spise with a peculiar hatred, for he 
had been quite vehement when she’d 
suggested inviting him, as Ned’s 
only relative, down for the wedding. 
Now she realized that Dennis Lane 
returned the enmity, and it was be- 
cause of that, and not for any feel- 
ing toward her that he had come to 
her rescue. 

“Of course it’s true,” Judy said 
through dry lips. “And now, you 
can take me home, Dennis!” 

But Dennis Lane had no idea of 
going. He forced Judy down at the 
dinner table and seated himself be- 
side her. Somehow, the dinner 
dragged on. When it was over, 
Judy resolved that at last she would 
get away, but Dennis Lane again 
prevented her. 

“Oh, no, you don’t, my dear 
Judy,” he declared. “There’s a 
dance, and we’re going to stay for 
it. We'll be the gayest people here, 
and I’ll be so devoted, Ned will be 
sick of his own medicine. If you 
want Ned back, you’d better con- 
vince him that you are my girl. He 
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hates me worse than poison, and he'll 
forgive you anything to get you 
away from me. You do want him, 
even after the way he’s treated 
you?” It was more a statement of 
fact than a question. 

Judy looked at him and knew that 
he was speaking the truth. He was 
the one person in the world who 
could help her marry the Wheeler 
money, in spite of that betraying 
letter. But when he stood there with 
his honest gray eyes searching her 
face, it was strangely hard to con- 
fess it. 

“I—I do want him back,” Judy 
was forced to admit. 

The scorn in his gray eyes burned 
deep into her, and she felt herself 
trembling. She told herself that she 
didn’t care what he thought, if only 
he’d help her to get Ned back, so 
that there’d be money for those pa- 
pers Grayson had. 

“Then that bit of letter I heard 
him reading when I came in was 
actually yours, and it’s true,” he 
said coldly. “I thought you might 
be different. You're not in love with 
Ned. You even dislike him. I can 
see it in your eyes. Just another 
girl who looks at price tags, and 
pays out her heart’s money for tinsel 
when she should have gold! What 
are you going to do when love comes 
along?” 

“T’m in love with Ned,” Judy an- 
swered sharply. But she couldn’t 
meet the gray eyes. There was 
something so disturbing in his gaze 
that it set little flutes singing in her 
heart. 

“T’ve always known I was going 
‘to fall in love some day with a girl 
who had brown eyes,” he told her 
slowly. “When I saw you there in 
‘the rain, my silly heart said you 
might be the girl. But I see you 
aren’t. I wouldn’t let myself love a 
girl who'd marry money. So you’d 


better remember that I’m helping 
you because I despise Ned? and not 
because I love you.” — 

The orchestra began to play on 
the side porch, and a couple came 
up, so there was no chance of an- 
swering him. They moved toward 
the dance floor, and he took her in 
his arms. Dancing with him was 
sheer joy, and as the evening wore 
on, Judy discovered Ned’s glance 
turned more and more frequently in 
her direction, with anger growing on 
his face like a dark cloud. 

“My beloved cousin is deciding 
that pérhaps it is true you came 
home just to tell him that you love 
me,” Dennis mocked. “The rain has 
stopped, and now we'll walk in the 
garden. Come along!” 

Her pulses beat a warning signal, 
but Judy knew she dared not dis- 
obey. She walked down the lilac- 
bordered path in the moonlight with 
him. Suddenly, he turned and 
caught her in his arms, and his 
warm, compelling lips found hers in 
a kiss that swept away her will to 
fight, filling her with a heady sweet- 
ness that was like the glow of a rare 
old wine in her blood. 

Even while her lips yielded, Judy 
knew she had made a mistake to be 
alone with him. For now that he 
had kissed her again, there was no 
denying what she hadn’t wanted to 
admit back there in the rain. 

She was in love with Dennis. She 
had been in love with him since that 
first moment—had given her heart 
to a man who hated her. And he 
had to keep on hating her, for she 
could never tell him the truth. 

“T hate you!” Judy choked, pull- 
ing away from him. “You kiss me 
again, and I’I]—I’I]——” 

“You'll return it again? Don’t 
think I kissed you because I wanted 
to. I despise you for the scheming 
little gold digger you are. That was 
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strictly for Ned’s bene- 
fit!” 

Over his shoulder, 
she saw Ned and Gloria 
in the path behind 


nis hate her, when 
her heart longed so 
passionately for the 
\ rae she had no right 
to 


them, and knew that 
was why Dennis had 
kissed her. In that 
quick glance, it seemed 
to her that Ned was 


“You needn’t even be po- 

lite to me when there’s no 

one around,” she snapped. 

“Remember, my one aim 

in announcing my engage- 

ment to you, is to get 
Ned back!” 


Tom Grayson 
phoned the next 
morning and ordered 
Judy to come over to 


furious to find her in 
Dennis’s arms. Yes, 
she told herself, it might be possible 
to get Ned back. 

But pretending to love Dennis 
was as dangerous as playing with 
dynamite. How could she go on, 
when her lips hungered for more of 
his kisses, and she couldn’t keep the 
glow out of her eyes when she looked 
at him? How could she make Den- 


the factory immedi- 
ately. She slipped 
into a lavender linen dress and went 
off without her breakfast, leaving 
Cynthia and old Mandy Lou fuming 
about it. 

She found him alone in his office, 
staring out the open window at the 
sun-baked landscape. At sight of 
the greed in his pale eyes and in the 
set of his thick lips, Judy couldn’t 
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‘help flinching, There was no mercy 
in the man, she felt, and seeing him 
made her frightened that she would 
not be able to get the money he de- 
manded. 

“T’ve heard about last night,” he 
began harshly. “That little blond 
devil took that piece of letter out of 
my wastebasket and gave it to 
Wheeler. But if you think you’re 
going to put me off, you’re mistaken. 
That engineer who’s down to inspect 
‘the factory machinery hasn’t any 
money. So I might as well hand 
that ledger over to the authorities!” 

The room wavered before Judy’s 
eyes, and she gripped the edge of the 
‘desk to keep from falling. There 
‘was a movement beyond the win- 
dow, as if some one had walked by 
it, but Judy didn’t think of it then. 
‘For she was glaring at Tom Gray- 
son, aching for something solid in 
her hand to bring down across that 
leering face. 

“Of course, the stockholders got 
, their money through the sale of 
: Grande Coe,” he went on smoothly. 
‘“But that ledger will create quite a 
- scandal in this country, if I show 
it. 

“You must wait!” Judy said fever- 
ishly. “You must give me time! 
Tl try to get Ned back, and 
then you'll have your money 

“Well, you’d better,” he growled. 
“T’m in love with Gloria myself, but 
she can’t see me as long as she 
thinks she can get Ned Wheeler. So, 
you see, I have a double reason for 
wanting you to get him.” 


Judy met Dennis Lane before her 
own gate, though she didn’t see him 
until he spoke her name. He was 
standing there, his hands thrust 
deep into the pockets of his khaki 
breeches, his stubborn hair tousled. 
His gaze went to the shabby cottage 
and came back to her. 
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She wanted to cry out against the 
contempt she saw in his eyes, but 
knew she mustn’t. Even if Dennis 
loved her, she couldn’t marry him. 
For Dennis didn’t have ten thou- 
sand dollars to spare. But how 
could she make herself remember 
that, when her foolish heart cried 
out for his arms around her again? 

“T brought you my mother’s 
ring,” Dennis said gruffly. “It’s the 
one thing that can convince Ned I 
mean to marry you. No other girl 
has ever worn it. But it’s worth 
letting you have it for a while to 
see that Ned marries a girl with an 
adding machine where her heart 
should be.” He paused, stared at 
her for a moment, then burst out: 

“But why do your eyes have to 
be so big and brown? Why do you 
have to look so exactly like the girl 


T’ve always known I’d meet some 


day? Your nose even tilts, in the 
most enchanting way.” 

Judy took the ring. But she 
couldn’t see the sapphire for the 
mist of tears in her eyes. He might 
love her if he knew the truth—if he 
knew that it made her sick with 
dread to think of marrying Ned, and 
that only the happiness of old Cyn- 
thia kept her from beggmg him to 
love her. 

“The color of my eyes doesn’t 
concern you!” she snapped. “Nor 
how much you admire my. nose. 
You needn’t even be polite to me 
when there’s no one around. I don’t 
want you making love to me. I sup- 
pose you'll have to take me to 
Fern’s picnic to-night down on the 
river. But remember, my one aim 
is to get Ned back!” 

“And you remember I despise 
ae he retorted. “It’s going to be 

pleasure to leave you with Ned. 
But you’d better work fast! I’m go- 
ing in a day or so, and I hope I 
never see you again!” 
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The crowd had already gathered 
on the sand bar by the river when 
Dennis and Judy drove up that 
night. A bonfire was going, and 
some of the group were unpacking 
picnic baskets and putting their 
contents on a red-and-white table- 
cloth on the ground. Couples in 
canoes paddled up and down the 
river, and Sammy Johnson’s banjo 
was twanging a song. 

There was a sudden hush of 
voices around the fire, and Judy 
ee that they had been discussing 

er. 

“You'd think she’d have some 
pride and stay home, after last 
night,” Gloria’s low voice said tartly. 
“As if we didn’t know that she’s just 
claiming to be engaged to him to 
save her face! I know the game 
she’s playing, but if she thinks she’s 
going to get Ned now——” 

Gloria’s tones were threatening in 
the silence. Across the cloth, her 
eyes darkened with insolence as she 
met Judy’s gaze. Ned had come up 
with a bucket of water, and seeing 
him, Judy wanted to turn and run. 
But she knew she had to stay and 
fight. 

“You haven’t seen my ring, have 
you, Fern?” Judy asked, holding out 
her hand. Dennis’s arm dropped 
lightly about her quivering shoul- 
ders, and the girls crowded up to 
see. 
Ned’s mouth was grim, and he 
said little during the supper. Judy 
began to hope again. As much as 
he could love any one, Ned loved 
her, she reasoned. That letter had 
humiliated him, and it would drive 
him to marry Gloria, unless she 
could make him forget it completely. 

It was then that her eyes fell on 
the canoes, and a daring plan en- 
tered her head. It was so desperate 
that it made her catch her breath. 
If she overturned a canoe, and Ned 


thought she was drowning, in his 
fear for her safety he’d become fran- 
tic, and she could make him declare 
his love again. 

Dennis went along graciously 
when she asked him to take her 
canoeing. Most of the crowd sat 
around the camp fire crooning a cow- 
boy song to the tinkle of Sammy’s 
banjo, Ned among them. Since the 
moon was coming up, there’d be no 
chance of his missing what was go- 
ing to happen. 

The big cypress stump in the 
river before the bonfire would serve 
as an excuse for the canoe’s turnin 
over, she decided, and Dennis ha 
said that he could swim. He would 
be in no danger. 

There was a tight feeling around 
her throat as they neared the stump 
and she casually picked up the extra 
paddle, dipping it lightly in the 
water. Then the stump loomed up 
beside the canoe, and Judy drove 
her paddle against it savagely, fling- 
ing her body with the dangerously 
tilting canoe, so that the next in- 
stant she and Dennis were both 
thrown into the water. 

Judy shot back to the surface, 
meaning to call for help. But she 
hadn’t counted on striking her head 
on the edge of the overturned canoe. 
Everything went black. She felt 
herself sinking again, and she knew 
no more until she half opened her 
eyes to find herself lying on warm 
sand, with some one holding her 
head. 

“Oh, darling, darling, open your 
eyes!” It was Dennis Lane’s voice. 
“T love you! I only knew just now, 
when I couldn’t find you in that 
dark water, how tightly you hold 
my heart in your two hands. Open 
your eyes, sweet, and tell me that 
you love me, too!” 

Through her lashes Judy saw his 
tense, anguished features, and real- 
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ized that, even though there was an 
interested ring of faces about her 
in the moonlight, Dennis didn’t 
know they were there. 

There was a movement in the 
crowd, and harsh hands seized Judy, 
pulling her from Dennis’s arms. Her 
eyes flew wide open, and she sat up 
abruptly. For Ned Wheeler had 
dropped on his knees beside her, 
and at sight of 
him, Judy knew 
that the game 
had worked. 
She had won. 

Ned’s_cloth- 
ing was wet, 
too, and his eyes 
were hot with 
jealousy. 

“Take your 
hands off Judy,” Ned commanded. 
“TI saved her! But for my finding 
her under that canoe, she’d have 
been gone! She’s not going to marry 
you, because I love her. She belongs 
to me!” 

“Ned,” Gloria cried sharply. 
“Ned, hadn’t you better remember 
that we're engaged? If you think 
I’m going to allow you to make a 
fool of me——” 

But Ned Wheeler ignored Gloria. 
His arm tightened around Judy’s 
shoulders, and his strained voice was 
fierce with passion. 

“T must have you back, Judy,” he 
cried. ‘When I thought you were 
drowning, I knew you were the girl 
I loved. You’ve always been such 
a high and mighty Faveron, Judy, 
that when I saw that scrap of letter, 
it made me wild. I couldn’t rest un- 
til I’d punished you! But now I 
don’t care even if you do want the 
money—I’ve got to have you! I 
can’t let you marry Dennis!” 

They were all as still as statues, 
waiting for Judy’s answer. Her eyes 
moved away from Dennis’s level 


gaze, because it was like a dull blade 
driven bluntly into her heart. Her 
eyes found Gloria’s angry face and 
moved on to meet the triumphant 
gloating in Grayson’s greedy face. 

“Oh, Ned darling,” said Judy, “I 
was so afraid you wouldn’t come 
back to me! I—I thought I could 
marry Dennis, but it was only be- 
cause you'd hurt me so. You—you 
do still want 
me, in spite of 
everything?” 

Judy knew 
that, back of her 
shoulder, Ned 
was grinning at 
Dennis Lane, 
but she did not 
turn her head. 
Once she had 
thought she could marry Ned and 
be a patient, dutiful wife, but that 
had been before Dennis had come 
along to take her heart and keep it. 
Now: Dennis’s voice broke in 
on her thoughts. 

“But I’m not going until you tell 
me that you don’t love me, Judy,” 
he insisted stubbornly. “I don’t be- 
lieve you are in love with Ned. You 
couldn’t have kissed me as you did 
if you hadn’t meant it! And you 
wouldn’t shudder when Ned puts his 
arms around you, as you did just 
now.” As she stared at him in 
white-faced silence, he commanded: 

“Look at me and tell me that you 
love him! Oh, Judy, I won’t let you 
throw away your life for money. It 
isn’t true that smart girls marry 
money. Smart girls marry because 
they’ve found the ones they love, 
because love is a precious treasure 
you can’t buy in a shop. I warn 
you, I’ve no intention of walking 
away and leaving you, unless you 
can convince me that Ned’s the one 
you really love!” 


Judy’s fingers were digging red 
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Judy held out her hand, and the girls crowded up to see her ring. 
Unreasonably, there was a queer, tight feeling about her heart as she 
received their good wishes. 


half moons of despair into her palms. 

There were moist beads of torture 

on her upper lip, but she forced her- 

self to glance up into the gray eyes 

and laugh. At the sound of that 
LS—4C 


laughter, Dennis stepped back a 
pace as if he had been struck a 
physical blow. 

“Oh, go away, Dennis,” she said 
harshly, “Isn’t your hatred of Ned 
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appeased just by knowing that you 
are leaving me to marry him? I’ve 
paid you back for that kiss at the 
station, and now we're even! Didn’t 
I tell you that I would? You were 
so sure you hated me, that I 
couldn’t resist trying to make you 
fall in love with me! You called me 
a rude little Southern beauty, but 
didn’t you know that flirting comes 
as easy as breathing to Southern 
girls? As if I’ve ever loved any man 
but Ned!” 

Dennis turned without a word and 
started for his car. Judy sat on the 
sand, staring after him. Then she 
rose to her feet, reaching down 
blindly to shake the sand from her 
wet dress. And in that moment, 
Gloria’s shrill voice cut into the still- 
ness. 

“Stick around a minute, big boy,” 
she called after Dennis. “You don’t 
want to miss this. I’d never have 
said anything if she’d stayed out of 
my way with Ned. But I don’t 
think Ned will have her as a pre- 
cious gift when he knows the truth. 
And I’m still williag to go on with 
our plans, Ned.” 

Judy’s blood ran cold. For sud- 
denly she knew that there had been 
some one at Tom Grayson’s window 
that morning, and it had been Glo- 
ria! If that were true, Gloria knew 
about the ledger and meant to tell. 
Within twenty-four hours, every- 
body for miles would know that the 
Faveron honor had been smirched, 
and there’d be no keeping it from 
her grandmother. 

“Oh, no, Gloria,” Judy choked. 
“Oh, please——” 

But Gloria’s blue eyes were blaz- 
ing with fury, and Judy knew mis- 
Sa! that there was no stopping 

er. 

“I knew there was something 
funny about that letter I gave you, 
Ned,” Gloria began. “So I’ve been 


trying to find out what Tom was 
up to. Well, Tom has discovered a 
nice skeleton in the Faveron closet, 
and he’s been trying to get money 
out of Judy. I heard her promise 
to make a special attempt to get 
you back, Ned, so that she could 
pay him. But I don’t think you're 
going to enjoy having the grand- 
daughter of a thief for a bride, my 
dear Ned!” 

Gloria’s rasping voice went on, 
giving the details she had heard that 
morning. Before she had finished, 
Judy felt Ned’s hand drop from her 
arm, and saw him step back from 
her. She didn’t have to look at his 
face to know the disgust that was 
written there. The harm was done, 
but she was free of Tom Grayson’s 
threat! She didn’t have to marry 
Ned. She was free to marry Den- 
nis! 

She drew in her breath with a 
painful sob, realizing that she 
couldn’t ask him to take her back 
into his heart—not after he had 
stood there on the fringe of that 
crowd, listening to the shameful 
story Gloria had told. 

“Tt’s all quite true, Ned,” Judy 
said bitterly. “But it was to save 
Cynthia from knowing! There 
wasn’t anything in the world I 
wouldn’t have done to keep the 
knowledge from her. Now it’s too 
late! I don’t love you. I told my- 
self that in time I might learn to, 
but even when I knew I couldn't 
ever, I meant to marry you just the 
same for the money Grayson de- 
manded.” 

Ned moved over beside Gloria. 
His face was blazing with righteous 
indignation as he looked back at 
Judy. 

“A fine mess you were trying to 


-get me into,” he fumed, but even in 


the pale light, there was something 
queer and frightened about his sharp 
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features. “Thank Heaven, Gloria 
loved me enough to tell the truth, 
before I’d made a fool of myself by 
marrying you!” 

Judy turned, her feet stumbling 
across the sand. She didn’t stop un- 
til the man in damp clothing stood 
there in her path, blocking her way. 
He held out his arms, and his un- 
steady fingers gripped her so hard 
that her shoulders ached with pain. 

“You sweet, gallant little fool!” 
said Dennis Lane. “I love you. 
Now, do you think you can stand 
right here for about two minutes 
while I give Mr. Ned Wheeler a 
couple of black eyes?” 

He did not wait for her answer. 
With a bound, he was across the 
sandy beach and had Ned by the 
collar. 

It was only a matter of moments 
before Ned was sprawled on the 
sand, his face bleeding, and Gloria 
bending anxiously over him. 

“I don’t know who stole the 
money and fixed the books,” Dennis 
Lane told the silent group. “Per- 
haps Judy’s grandfather did, but I 
don’t think so. And I’ve been 
watching you, Grayson. You 
haven’t told all you know. Do you 
want a thrashing too, or will you 
talk?” 

“Oh, I'll talk,” Grayson said sul- 
lenly. “I wasn’t going to let him 
marry Gloria, not even if I had to 
send him to prison. I thought at 


first that the old man took it, even 
if I had always found him honest. 
But lately, I’ve been thinking maybe 
Wheeler didn’t inherit all that 
money he seems to have. And he 
did have a swell chance of stealing 
from the old man, Let me go, Lane, 
and I'll give you the proof of his 
guilt!” 

Ned Wheeler struggled to his feet, 
protesting his innocence. Angry 
voices shouted him down, and eager 
hands seized him to prevent escape. 
But Judy did not see. For Dennis 
was coming toward her. He picked 
her up as tenderly as if she had been 
a child, and carried her to his car. 

“You’ve got to say you love me, 
Judy,” he said softly, as he put her 
on the seat. “Oh, it is true, isn’t it, 
darling? I’m just a poor engineer, 
but the courts will reclaim Grande 
Coe for your grandmother from 
Ned’s estate. And if you think you 
could love me enough to live in a 
small apartment for a while, I'd 
work so hard for you, darling.” 

“Tdiot!” Judy blurted out. “As if 
T cared about the money! Oh, my 
dearest dear, don’t you think you 
can kiss me? We have all the years 
of our life to talk!” 

But Dennis Lane needed no urg- 
ing. He took her in his arms, his 
lips finding hers in a kiss that erased 
the misery of the last few days, and 
was a promise of all the happiness 


_ to come. 
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Leap Year Lady 


By Vivian Grey 


A SERIAL—Part Il. 


CHAPTER III. 


HE gleaming steel of the sur- 

gical instrument held Corliss’s 

gaze and seemed in some 
strange way to hypnotize her. She 
was quite powerless to either speak 
or move. Norry moved closer still, 
until his coat sleeve all but touched 
that of Cartwright. Corliss watched 
his hand lift—his strong surgeon’s 
hand with the scalpel gripped in it. 
* It was then that Corliss screamed 
—a sharp, high sound issued from 
her lips that seemed to cut through 
the night air like a knife. 


Cartwright started. Norry stood 
staring and grinning a little bit 
foolishly. 

“Say, Farson”—Tony had turned 
to the other man almost angrily— 
“what’s the idea of walking around 
with a thing like that in your 
hands!” 

Corliss made a mental note of the 
fact that it was much to his credit 
that he did not flinch or move back 
away from it when her scream had 
called his attention to the scalpel. 
He did not even make a gesture to 
take it from the other man. 

“Oh, this!” Farson looked down 
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at the blade with a surgeon’s appre- 
ciation of something fine in the way 
of instruments. “I’d forgotten I’d 
picked it up. New. Id been ad- 
miring it. Guess it would look 
pretty deadly to a layman like you 
or Corliss. Sorry! Hate to make 
people uncomfortable.” 

Meanwhile a thousand things had 
flashed through the mind of the 
watching girl, chief among them, a 
wish that Flame might have wished 
to stay with her brood a bit longer 
instead of going to 
seek new ventures 
in the ever-alluring- 
to-her field of ro- 
mance. Flame 
would have known 
exactly what move 
to make to have 
robbed such a 
moment of its 
dreadful intent and 
threat. While she— 
Corliss—stood help- 
less watching the 
wicked gleam of 
steel tempered to 
the fineness of dealing with human 
flesh, and flashing in her brother’s 
hands at a time when he was almost 
sure to be emotionally unbalanced. 

“Came up,” Farson was going on 
almost carelessly, “for a drink. Cor- 
liss always has some left. She’s 
clever that way. Never lets us quite 
drink her out!” 

“Norry,” Corliss finally found a 
strained, nervous voice, “for good- 
ness’ sake don’t ever walk around 
with a thing like that in your hand 
again! You take ten years off the 
far end of my life doing that. [’m 
—I’m shattered. Tony, if your 
hands are steady enough, pour him 
a drink!” 

Cartwright poured the drink. 
Farson downed it with no ceremony, 
then turned to the door. 


HE STORY SO FAR: Cor- 

liss Landry, one of three 
wealthy children who occupy 
an old house on Washington 
Square, New York, is in love 
with Tony Cartwright. 
however, is a hopeless flirt and 
at a dance she sees him kissing 
her brother’s wife, Vida. When 
Tony takes her home that eve- 
ning Vida’s husband, Norry, 
appears in the living room 
where they are having a drink, 
with a surgeon’s scalpel in his 
hand, and a strange, not quite 

sane look in his eyes. 


“Thanks, sis,” he said. ‘“You’re 
always a life saver. I'll toddle along 


now. Sorry to have interrupted 
ou.” 
“Norry,’ Corliss hesitated to 


speak, yet she had to ask the quss- 
tion, “you’re not alone down there?” 

“Oh, no! Vida’s down there. At 
least bodily. Whether her thoughts 
are or not”—with a touch of irony. 
And then the door closed behind 
him. 

Corliss stood taut for a moment 
after he had gone. 

“You are all 
unnerved,’’ Tony 
observed. 

“Can you blame 
me?’? Her voice 
was not quite 
steady yet. “And I 
thought he had that 
knife out for you.” 

His hand reached 
out and claimed 
hers and held it for 
a moment before he 
replied. 

“Don’t ever mind 
a thing like that—that is, if it should 
happen again. I hope it won’t in 
front of you, anyhow. But other- 
wise, I really don’t mind and so you 
mustn’t, either.” 

The girl stared at him a moment. 
So many people regarded him as the 
average male flirt or rounder, lack- 
ing in courage and a great many of 
the more manly virtues. But Tony 
had more than those, he had an 
amazing and courageous disregard 
for consequences. He was quite 
fearless in opposition to all theory 
about men of his type. There was 
much about him besides his natural 
charm and fascination, to admire, 
Corliss thought. 

“You frighten me when you talk 
like that,” she said finally. “Frighten 
me and fascinate me and make me 


Tony, 
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more hopelessly than ever your ad- 
miring slave!” But she shivered 
slightly as she spoke. The spell that 
Norry had cast over her had not yet 
been quite broken. 

“Don’t shiver,” Tony said. “It’s 
all over now.” 

“But I’m not so sure. I’m not 

sure yet of what Norry had in his 
mind when he came up here. It may 
not have been quite so guileless as he 
would have had us think. It may 
not have been as accidental—his 
having that scalpel in his hand. And 
things he said had a double mean- 
ing.” 
“Forget it, lovely, and let’s go on 
with our party! Come drink to me, 
that I still live!” He put a glass in 
her hand. Corliss lifted it. 

“To us,” said Corliss, “and the 
evening, whatever it may bring.” 

They drank. Cartwright put 
down his glass first. He took Cor- 
liss’s then and put that down also. 

Gorliss waited pliantly and as she 
knew he would, Tony took her in his 
arms. 

“You’re very tempting, Corliss,” 
he said after a little space of holding 
her close. “And you make it so con- 
founded difficult to be decent. After 
all, you’re just a baby compared 
with me. Why don’t you have some 
of the sharp corners of the young 
things of your set; things that either 
frighten or bore anything but flam- 
ing youth away from them? I mean, 
do as some of these young kids do, 
make it too utterly a game of wits 
and elbows, so that a man feels he’d 
rather go to a gymnasium and be 
done with it. You’re smooth and 
sophisticated—too much so for your 
own good.” 

Corliss only smiled for reply. 
She thought gratefully of Flame. 


Tony was seeing some of Flame’s - 


qualities in her. Flame had had all 
the things that make men want to 


linger, had them and ‘knew how to 
use them. 

“You’re all lure,” Tony was con- 
tinuing. “And soft, friendly, invit- 
ing curves of attitude. You're dan- 
gerous. A man’s good resolutions 
are like mist in the wind with you 
around. Come! Get away from me 
and bring on some food. Let me get 
my mind on something else. Give 
me that cold chop! Let me get my 
teeth into it. A little action is re- 
quired!” 

“You prefer a cold chop to me”— 
in mocking sadness as she handed 
the chop to him. 

“The preference isn’t mine, young 
lady. It’s a choice I made or a de- 
cision rather, years ago—never to be 
caught being caddish to a young 

rl. 

“But who'd catch you?” she asked 
impishly. She grinned up at him 
over a hard-boiled egg she was 
munching. 

“Myself”—suddenly serious. “I 
have just the littlest bit of a code 
left, Corliss.” 

“T didn’t know there was such a 
thing any more.” 

“That’s a dirty one, but perhaps 
I deserve it.” 

“No, Tony, I wasn’t even think- 
ing of that. It really doesn’t make 
much difference what people deserve 
and what they don’t, and I’m sur- 
prisingly uninterested in that about 
you. I don’t care what you’ve been. 
T could even fail to see a lot that you 
will be and do.” She paused for a 
moment. When she went on, her 
words were deliberate: “I want 
you. No matter what you are, were 
or will be, I want you. That’s put- 
ting the thing into the simplest Eng- 
lish. And I'll always be that way.” 

Cartwright looked into his almost 
empty glass. é 

“It will be a satisfaction to you 
some day, when you’re married to 
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Corliss screamed as Norry moved toward them, a surgeon’s scalpel in his 
hand. He grinned foolishly, as though he did not realize what he was doing. 


determination. 
They finished their food with hot 
coffee. Corliss sensed as they faced 


Instead, 


Corliss only smiled. There was no 


some other fellow, to know that I there was a peculiarly calm, resigned 
gayety in the gesture. 


forget easily and completely.” 
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each other, a sort of strain and un- 
naturalness. She had hoped the 
quietness of her apartment would 
have some effect on him, that it 
might make him see hitherto un- 
noticed and desirable qualities about 
her, that it might in some way bring 
them closer. But it seemed to pro- 
duce in the man only a wariness. 
The four walls of a woman’s home 
seemed to impress him as a trap. 
Corliss felt his caution as an 
actually concrete thing, as a weight. 
“You’ve never really taken me 
out, Tony,” she said. “I think to- 
night’s the time. Take me dancing 
somewhere.” 
“It’s never been my custom to 
_ take babies out late at night but 
perhaps in this one instance——” 
“Fine!” she cut in brightly. “I 
won't dress. We'll slum.” 


Corliss was a bit bright and hard 
the rest of the evening. No use, she 
thought, to let softness frighten 
Tony away. She sparkled with the 
sharp clarity of a diamond. It was 
well into the morning when Cart- 
wright said: 

“I’m going to take you home now, 
baby thing.” 

Corliss smiled up at him gayly. 

“T’ve had a swell time, Tony,” she 
said. 

Cartwright was careful in helping 
her on with her wrap to make no 
false moves. Corliss smiled in- 
wardly at his caution and wondered 
vaguely how much it would avail 
him after all. She had made up her 
mind to one thing. She was going 
to be pretty hard to stop. 

Tony called a taxi and they 
started south. There was an air of 
conscious strain about them as they 
rode. It amused the girl slightly. 
Tony was trying so hard to be quite 
unconscious of her as a woman and 
that, she knew, was extremely diffi- 


- believed _ difficulties 


cult for Tony because he was al- 
ways conscious of women as women. 

As she stepped out of the taxi and 
looked up at him she smiled oddly. 

“Good night, Tony,” she said 
gently. “I love you.” 

“Good night, foolish child.” 

She ran up the steps of the fine 
old stone house. Tony stood below 
at the taxi door watching her. Not 
that he needed to. She was one of 


- those rare and fearless girls. Corliss 


knew that Tony was aware of that 
—that she had no fear of the dark. 
She wondered vaguely why he stayed 
to watch her disappearing figure. 

As Corliss moved swiftly to her 
apartment she heard voices from 
Norry’s suite—Vida’s and Norry’s 
voices, raised in anger. Corliss hur- 
ried on. She didn’t want to hear 
what they were quarreling about. 
She could guess. And Norry’s voice 
was thick with liquor. Too bad he 
could be 
drowned. Strange combination of 
strength and  weakness—Norry. 
Mental strength and temperamental 
weakness. She shuddered slightly 
as she recalled the event of earlier in 
the evening. 


Corliss was sipping her orange 
juice alone toward noon of the next 
day when Vida appeared. Her thin, 
big-eyed face that somehow achieved 
an air of ultra-smartness and sophis- 
tication was a trace more drawn 
than usual. 

“Don’t look at me that way,” she 
said as Corliss glanced at her and 
nodded good morning. “I’m in no 
mood for your Landry mealy- 
mouthed goodness this morning.” 

“Don’t try to start something 
with me because you scrapped with 
Norry last night.” Corliss’s voice 
was as cool and level as her eyes. 
“You're the woman he’s foolish 
enough to love, so you can get away 
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with things with him but to me, you 
know, you’re just another female!” 

“Norry! That ‘insect. Don’t 
mention his name to me! I was a 
fool ever to have married him. I 
should have waited for some one 
more my type.” 

Corliss said nothing, merely sipped 
her drink staring coldly at her sister- 
in-law. 

“T should have waited and mar- 
ried areal man. I could have! And 
with money, too.” Her bitterness at 
what seemed to her like her own 
stupidity was mounting. “Men like 
me. I just hadn’t enough sense to 
know it bewre it was too late. I 
could have married any one I 
wanted.” 

“Yeah, there are always a lot of 
men ready to play around with a 
safely married woman. They have 
‘a peculiar attraction for a. certain 
type of two-legged male.” 

Vida smiled as if she had a pleas- 
ant secret. 

“There are men and men,” she 
said smugly. “I know the kind who 
are chivalrous to women—men are 
always that way to me, anyhow, 
especially those I like and am nice 


“Tony Cartwright, for instance,” 
came dryly from Corliss, who re- 
gretted it the moment. the words 
were out. After all, there was really 
nothing to be gained by quarreling 
with Vida. She might make it only 
more difficult for Norry. 

“Yes, Tony Cartwright!”—with a 
venomous enthusiasm. “And there 
would have been a man! A woman 
could live her life with a man like 
Tony Cartwright.” 

“You’ re not kidding yourself into 
believing he wants to live his life 
with any one woman?” Corliss’s 
smile was a studiedly casual thing. 
It was difficult to even talk of Tony 
without feeling a speeding heart 


beat that she feared might become 
evident in her appearance to another 
woman. Women had more than a 
second sight that way. 

“He would with me! Norry’s all 
that’s stopping us.” 

“Vida” —a note of sudden earnest- 
ness in her voice—“you don’t really 
believe that Tony means his at- 
titudes with women? You don’t 
really believe he loves you?” 

“TI certainly do,” she replied with 
crystalline clarity. “I know he loves 
me.” 

“Tony Cartwright doesn’t love 
you, Vida. He doesn’t love any 
woman. You're a convenient toy for 
him. You're safely married. He 
likes that. Translated into Tony’s 
language that means accessibility 
with no responsibility.” 

“You're jealous.” Vida smiled 
cruelly. 

“T could be, but it just happens 
that I’m not. I’m not denying that 
I more than like Tony Cartwright. 
He’s the only man I know who in- 
terests me in the least, but I’m not 
jealous of you because I know how 
little he really cares for any woman 
—any one woman. Women as a 
whole intrigue him and entertain 
him. That’s all. They add an in- 
terest to his life that he likes.” 

And Corliss believed deeply within 
her as she spoke the truth of the 
words. She doubted that there 
could be any one woman of whom 
she might be jealous. 

“You’re being catty,” Vida said 
crisply. “Women are always catty 
- me but I’ve learned to laugh it 
ra) ad 

“I know. You can laugh off so 
many things. For instance, Norry 
and what you’ve done to him, and 
are doing to him. Since you wanted 
his money, and now. you've got it, 
you could be a good enough sport to 
play fairly with him. He adores-you 


58 Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine 


so. He’s the kind of man who can’t “Life is too short to bother about 
stand such a thing as a false wife.” what other people can stand. If 
Norry doesn’t like what I do, it’s 
just too bad for Norry.” Each word 
was like a little cube of ice dispensed 
from an animated refrigerator. 

“You're poisonous, Vida.” Corliss 
looked at the other woman intently, 
as if to read beneath the surface and 
ki} see what strange manner of human 
| she really was. 

Vida smiled in malicious self-satis- 
faction. 
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“Don't try to start something with me because you scrapped with Norry,” 
Corliss said coolly. “You’re the woman he’s foolish enough to love, so 
you can get away with things Nee a but to me you’re just another 
emale!’ 
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“Absolutely poison.” Corliss was 
still looking at the other girl and 
spoke as if thinking aloud. “You’d 
i unbreakable glass in a fire alarm 

Ox.” 

Vida shrugged. 

“T might, if it suited my pur- 
poses.” She was rising. It was not 
until] then that Corliss realized that 
she was smartly tailored and ready 
for the street. “I’m on my way,” 
she said. 

“Any word about when you'll be 
back?” Corliss asked, thinking about 
her brother. 

Vida smiled icily as she poised a 
smart hat on her platinum hair and 
turned critically to be sure that she 
had achieved the most becoming 
angle. 

“Tell any one who asks,” she said 
finally, “to expect me when they see 
me > 


And then she was gone and Corliss 
was alone and thoughtful over her 
cup of coffee. She sensed rather 
than heard the trailing of Serille’s 
draperies as she entered the break- 
fast room. 

Serille, the older of the two sisters, 
was languidly lovely in a dark, 
richly colorful, full blown way, al- 
most as lovely in her way as Corliss 
in hers. Serille sniffed as she stood 
at her chair. : 

“T seem to sniff the scent of the 
ever active Vi. She’s apparently al- 
ready about her intrigues. Where 
she gets all the enthusiasm!” Her 
rich, warm voice was a trace bored. 

“Oh, that’s easy. It’s new to her. 
She’d never known things before, 
that is, things like this.” Corliss’s 
eloquent hands gestured inclusively. 
“She’d never had much, you know, 
clothes aiid leisure to pop out any 
time she wanted to. Life had been 
pretty niggardly with her until 
Norry fell for her glacial beauty.” 
Corliss paused a moment. “It isn’t 


nice to speak of it but you remem- 
ber when Norry brought her home 
the heaviest part of her baggage 
was her evil intention.” 

Serille looked across at her sister 
and smiled in amusement. It was 
an easy smile. 

“You seem to be worked up this 
morning,” she said. 

“IT am”—with heightened feeling. 
“T get furious at the way Vi treats 
Norry. If Norry weren’t such a fine 
sensitive sort to whom it does make 
a difference, I wouldn’t care.” 

Serille yawned gracefully. 

“All this family loyalty,” she said 
with no especial emotion. “I sup- 
pose I have something to be grateful 
to Flame for—giving me her abso- 
lute lack of concern for anything 
that doesn’t actually personally 
touch me. It’s a comfortable way 
to be.” 

“T suppose I am being foolish, 
childish, unsophisticated, rustic to 
you. But I’m just made that way. 
Things do mean something to me. 
I wish I’d been born like you, 
smoothed off and refined to a point 
where nothing really mattered. It 
would be so much less wearing.” 

Serille smiled across at her. 

“Poor Corliss, you should have 
been a missionary. Hair shirts don’t 
really belong in the sort of life we 
live. And you will wear one!” 

“Well, after all, Serille, Norry is 
our brother and if we don’t care 
what happens to him, it’s just too 
bad.” 

“T know”—with a graceful shrug 
from the older girl—“but he made 
his bed, now let him put the roses in 
it. After all, you know you really 
can’t blame Vi for nabbing him. I 
suppose you or I might have done 
the same thing if our two different 
and very thoughtful papas hadn’t 
been gracious enough to accumulate 
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a fortune and then leave most of it 
to us.” 

“Do you think that’s all there is 
to it?” Corliss asked thoughtfully. 
“Not principle at all—just the cir- 
cumstances of our having money?” 

“It is with me, I know. You see, 
I have no illusions about myself.” 

“I know, but it seems to me that 
Vi is particularly odious about it. 
She’s like a cat that opened its 
mouth to yawn and then found that 
a nice golden canary had flown in. 
She’s so smug and well pleased with 
her accomplishment. She’s_ so 
obvious about it.” 

“And all I can say to that is— 
lucky cat! I haven’t any virtues 
and I don’t expect other people to 
have them, either.” 

The soft sound of the telephone 
buzzer interrupted their conversa- 
tion. 

“T’ll get it, Thomas,” said Corliss 
as she moved toward the instru- 
‘ment. She started a little at the 
- sound of the voice that spoke to her 
—a familiar voice. 

“Morning, Corliss! It really was 
Vi I wanted. I suppose she’s not 
there?” 

“No, Tony, she’s already on her 
way. Vi’s an ambitious girl.” 

“Yes,” was Tony Cartwright’s 
reply. “Quite too much so. It puts 
me in a hole. We had a date for 


‘luncheon and I called to tell her I 


can’t keep it and I suppose she’s 
practically there and ready to begin 
to fume because I haven’t shown 

“You use poor judgment, Tony. 
Vi isn’t a girl to trifle with that way. 


An eager lady is never a safe play- - 


mate for a man whose intentions are 
not serious!” 

“Wise girl. Why didn’t you warn 
me before?” 

“I thought things could safely be 
left to your excellent judgment.” 


“T haven’t any judgment, Corliss. 
Never pretended to have. I just 
happen along.” 

“Well, you’d better be on your 
way to meet Vi.” 

“Can’t. Have a must date. Make 
it up for me with her, will you, like 
a sweet thing? I'll do something for 
you some day.” 

“Better pull your own chestnuts 
out of the fire, Tony. I’m not good 
at pinch hitting for that sort of 
thing.” 

“Well”—and Corliss could all but 
see his charmingly careless gesture— 
“T called. Nothing else I can do, 
since she insists upon being prompt.” 

“You're vile, Tony.” But there 
was little use chiding Tony. It 
made no difference to him. Nothing 
did. “There'll be the devil to pay 
for this.” 

“T[know. Fix it up for me, sweet.” 

And Corliss heard the sound of a 
closing wire. She turned back to 
Serille who had caught the drift of 
things from Corliss’s replies. 

“If only Vida hadn’t been such a 
stickler for promptness just because 
the date was with Tony,” Corliss 
said. “No woman ever should be 
prompt in keeping appointments 
with a man, anyhow—and Tony’s 
sort of man!” 

“IT know,” came from the lazily 
smiling Serille. “Vida is nothing, if 
not correct, when it suits her to be. 
She does the right and considerate 
thing when it profits her. You 
know the old bit of doggerel: 


“If formal habits ever come, 
That Boston lady has ’em; 

She never says chrysanthemum, 
She says chrysanthe—madam!” 


“That’s Vi all over. Always do- 
ing the right thing at the wrong 
time, such as being on time for a 
date with Tony.” 

“Yeah. She’d keep Norry waiting 
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hours for her. Tony, who doesn’t 
give a hang about her, she rushes 
to. She’ll be biting her nails about 
now because he isn’t showing up.” 
“D ” -But whatever 


o. her. 
Serille would have said was inter- 
rupted by the appearance of Norry, 
pale and still a little wild-eyed. 

“Who was that called?” he asked 
sharply. “Don’t tell me. I know. 
Cartwright. What was he talking to 
‘you about?” 

“They were telling riddles, dar- 
ling!”—with soft laughter from 
Serille. “Here’s one! Swell, too. 
And riddles are the newest party 
stunt. That is, after you get too 
wet to talk straight anyhow! This 
is a good one to pull at your next 
party, Norry—what object is it has 
six legs, two heads and one tail? 
Quick! Quick boy!” 

“Shut up, Serille,” her brother or- 
dered. “What did Cartwright 
want?” He turned to Corliss. 

Corliss was slow about speaking. 
It was hard for her to resort to sub- 
terfuge, something foreign to her 
nature. Serille, quite different in 
sempersnieny broke in and saved 

er: 

“But, Norry darling, aren’t you 
the least bit curious about my 
riddle? You'll never be a debbie’s 
delight until you know the answers, 
darling! Don’t you even want to 
know? It’s a lady, mind you a lady” 
—accent on the last word as her 
voice rose in a peak of gay laughter 
—“on horseback!” Her frivolity 
rippled about them like a gaudy 
fabric fluttered by a breeze. 

“Shut up, Serille,” Norry growled. 
“You’re a fool like the rest of us. 
Corliss is the only one with an 
ounce of brain and strange to say, 
she uses it occasionally—strange 
coming from: such a family. What 
did that Don Juan want?” 


“He just asked me for tea with 
him, darling.” 

“Don’t go,” 
suspicion about his manner. 
fit company for you.” 

“Poof!” Serille was still laughing. 
“Tony’s just a slightly worn tallow 
candle, dear—harmless as such— 
every debbie’s old flame, if you 
know what I mean. Why, he was 
even mine. I once had a terrible 
crush on him. Could have yet, only 
it’s too much trouble. A crush is 
such a cluttery sort of thing. 
Messes up your time so, keeping 
yourself absolutely at your most 
tempting every minute. Requires 
too much effort.” 

Norry went on out then and Cor- 
liss looked at Serille dryly. 

“Thanks for the patter. You cer- 
tainly helped me out. You gave me 
time to think before I lied. I never 
can think of light things to ease a 
moment like that.” 

“Because you're too honest and 
serious, Corliss. I’m neither, thank 
goodness. It’s convenient to have 
no morals and no principles. Makes 
living so much simpler. You do ex- 
actly as you want to and pay no 
attention to results. Certainly sim- 
plifies things. Sometimes it’s very 
nice, indeed, to be able to lie easily 
and quickly and often.” She was 
smiling. Serille, like Flame, had al- 
ways been able to face her own 
faults, admit them quite shamelessly 
and amusedly. 

Corliss grinned at her sister. 
Much of the time they failed to 
reach any common ground of under- 
standing, they were miles apart, 
there was little that was close or 
sisterly between them but Corliss 
always felt a certain admiration for 
Serille’s mocking philosophy and 
complete frankness. Serille would 
stoop to any deception or trick to 
serve her purpose and make no 


he said, a trace of 
“TIsn’t 
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bones of it. That to her was simply 
living—the survival of the fittest. 

“We'd better make _ ourselves 
scarce,” she went on. “Vi won’t be 
quite all sweetness and light when 
she comes back, by any means. 
Tony’s breaking his date with her 
won't help her disposition any. It'll 
wound her vanity and pride and 
that condition never helped any 
woman’s disposition.” 

“I know,” came slowly from Cor- 
liss. “I’m sort of at a loose end. 
Plenty I should do but nothing I 
want to. What are you doing?” 

“Louis’s coming to do me up.” 
At the look of disgust on Corliss’s 
face she went on, her words etched 
with light laughter: “Oh, you 
needn’t look that way. He’s good. 
He’s got what it takes. And when 
Louis does you up you look done— 
your hair and skin are perfect. I 
wouldn’t have some silly girl work- 
ing over me. They never do the 
finished work a man does. Besides, 
I like him, and I like men. They 
flatter you, when they’re not your 
husband, of course. Husbands ex- 
cepted—that’s always understood in 
a conversation of this sort! And 
flattery peps you up. I admit 
frankly I like it. I suppose if I ever 
stopped to think of it that’s why 
men can demand more money as 
beauty operators than women. 
Women are willing to pay for what 
they want and take it where they 
can get it. I am, anyhow.” 

“That sounds sort of lousy,” came 
matter-of-factly from Corliss. “But 
I do like your frankness.” 

“Oh, I know.” Serille was still 
laughing softly and mockingly. “I 
have a habit of saying things right 
out. Perhaps I shouldn’t, but I like 
to see the shocked look on people’s 


faces. Anyhow, I have no use for - 


sugar coatings.” 


Serille drew her trailing draperies 


around her and moved toward the 
stairs. Louis always did her in her 
own sitting room, and under the . 
magic of his fingers she became even 
a more striking and distinctive 
beauty. 

Corliss stood looking out at the 
chill, gray winter day. 

Her thought moved to Tony 
Cartwright. He’d done a mean and 
unworthy thing in breaking his date 
with Vi, just standing her up. Not 
that Corliss wanted Vi and Tony to 
keep dates, but Tony really needed 
a lesson. . 

As she stood there thoughtfully, a 
florist’s car stopped in front of the 
house and a delivery man got out 
with a box. Probably Tony’s peace 
offering to Vi, Corliss thought. And 
that would only make Norry the 
more angry because Vi would flaunt 
them in his face. She loved to flaunt 
other men’s attentions before her 
husband. Corliss hurried to the 


.door herself so that if they were from 


Tony to Vi she could make some 
change about it before any of the 
help really knew it and could talk 
about it and so let it get around to 
Norry. 

She might even say they had been 
sent to her. 

But the box really was addressed 
to Corliss, with Bob Baird’s card at- 
tached. She smiled not ungently 
over the line he had written on his 
card: 

“Lest you forget.” 

Bob was a dear, after all. Of 
course she never could love him, but 
it was rather nice to know that there 
was some one somewhere, as con- 
stant and faithful as he. She’d call 
him immediately. He deserved that. 

“That was sweet of you, Bob,” 
Corliss said as she heard Baird’s 
voice on the wire. “I love violets.” 

“T hope you know what they stand 
for,” Bob said. He was laughing a 
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Bob was a dear, she 
thought, as she read 
his card. Of course, 
she could never love 
him, but it was nice 
to know that there 
was some one as con- 
stant and faithful as 
he. 
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little but there was 
something serious 
under the lightness 
of his voice. 
“Pm not sure I 
“Well, isn’t it iy . 
love and constancy : ‘ Sa 
or something like : 
that?” 


Wer 


“T thought that was pansies.” “Sure, but I don’t care if the 
“Well, violets look as if they whole world knows that.” 
should mean that, too.” That was like _Bob, Corliss 


“Bob”—gentle protest—“you’re in thought as she turned from the tele- 
.your office, aren’t you?” phone. Straightforward, honest. 
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There wouldn’t be any girls in his 
office he was trying to fool and flirt 
with, not when he talked that way 
over the telephone to a woman. 
Not many men like that. Why, she 
wondered vaguely, couldn’t she like 
him? -One of life’s little ironies. 
She cotildn’t see a man who wanted 
her and was ready to do her slightest 
bidding, but she was ready to make 
a fool of herself over a man who 
didn’t want her. 

At that her thought reverted 
again to Tony Cartwright. He 
really deserved some sort of pay- 
ment for the rumpus he would raise 
in their family by standing Vi up. 
She’d come home in a vile temper 
and Norry and all the rest of them 
would have to pay for it. Not that 
she cared for herself. She was equal 
to Vida’s tantrums any time, and in 
the particular mood of the moment 
she would have welcomed the oppor- 
tunity to quarrel wholesomely and 
thoroughly with her. But Norry 
wasn’t like her. Quarrels tore him 
to pieces so. And then he was at a 
complete disadvantage because he 
loved the girl. Strange how com- 
pletely love disarmed one. Like her- 
self with Tony. 

Only she would not be soft with 
Tony, not quite. She would glove 
the iron of her touch with velvet 
but she would make him pay, pay 
plenty for his lack of consideration. 
She knew where he indulged his 
cocktail habit. And he was pretty 
regular about that. Unless his 
luncheon date overlapped the cock- 
tail hour he’d be leaning against the 
bar at a certain time. She’d take a 
chance on it and then politely brow- 
beat him into taking her to dinner. 
She glanced into the hall mirror, 
studied her own face critically. She 
was never good enough looking to 
~ suit herself when she thought she 
might meet Tony. 


Louis was upstairs. She won- 
dered vaguely if Serille would spare 
him long enough for a quick facial. 
She paused for a moment at Serille’s 
door, then spoke softly. 

Louis, slim and very elegant and 
smelling of a thousand lotions and 
ointments, came to the door with a 
noiseless grace and gallantry of man- 
ner peculiar to him. 

“Yes, Miss Corliss?” 

“Louis, I wonder if Serille would 
spare you long enough to give me a 
quick facial?” 

Louis’s rather too delicate face 
was eloquent of heart-rending regret 
and disappointment and his fluent 
hands added to his distress. 

“Oh, Miss Corliss, it is I who am 
so sorry. Such a pleasure to work 
on the beautiful Miss Corliss but 
madame is just at the middle of her 
treatment. I could not leave her” 
—touchingly, as if the very core of 
his affections was being reached. 
“Tt will take me most of the after- 
noon.” And Corliss could see 
through the partially open door 
Serille’s slim figure stretched under 
a blanket that she knew had been 
warmed and that was cleverly cut 
for the operator’s manipulation. 
Serille would not countenance a 
quarter of a pound added to her slim 
longish hips. And yet she would eat 
what she wished and when, and 
drink when the desire came. And it 
was Louis who was entrusted with 
seeing to it that her indulgences 
made no bulges on her physical per- 
son; Louis with his hot oils, his brisk 
slapping, and his tricks with ice and 
cream. 

“To-morrow, Miss Corliss?” Louis 
was asking. “I could do you to- 
morrow and would be so happy.” 

“Wouldn’t do any good then, 
Louis. This is one of those things 


‘that won’t wait. I wanted it now. 


Allright! Thanks, anyhow.” 
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And then she went to her own 
quarters and selected the hat and 
suit she would wear. , 

There was a little time for a nap 
before she must start out. That 
would help a little. She had been 
up so late, was always up so late 
that she always needed sleep. 


CHAPTER IV. 


The house was very quiet when 
Corliss awakened and started to 
dress. Too quiet. There was some- 
thing ominous about it. She won- 
dered vaguely as she slipped into her 
garments if Vi had come home and 
what she was doing about Tony’s 
stand-up. Vi would do something. 
There was no question about that. 
Vida never let an opportunity to ex- 
ercise her emotions escape her. That 
was how she kept them so ready to 
snap into telling action. 

But as Corliss reached the lower 
floor she found it quite deserted. 
On the table was a scrawl from Vida 
telling Norry to meet her at a 
friend’s for cocktails. She had been 
back then, Corliss thought. Back 
and no dynamite discharge. Back 
and the house was still intact. That 
spoke well for Vida’s control or else 
she was planning something even 
more diabolical than her tantrums 
could be. 

Corliss waited at the curb for a 
moment for a taxi. Her sheer stock- 
ings would stand very little walking. 
She had as a matter of fact, put on 
the best of everything for this date 
that she was keeping with Tony 
against his own wish. He would at 
least have to admit that she was a 
credit to him. 

Silver fox framing her face, her 
figure a silhouette of smart black, 
eyes lifted and followed as Corliss 
moved along the bar searching for 
the familiar and sophisticated Tony. 

LS—5C 


She saw him and reached his side 
just as he ordered. She smiled at the 
bartender and said easily: 

“Make it two.” 

Tony turned sharply. 

“Corliss! I thought for a second 
my imagination was running away 
with me!” 

“Then you do have a conscience” 
—smiling up at him. “And a little 
fear of the lovely Vida.” 

“Think she'll be very sore?” he 
asked, but not anxiously. 

Corliss lifted her glass. 

“Here’s hoping she is! That 
every woman in the world but me 
gets terribly sore at you.” She 
sipped the drink and then went on: 
“But no such luck. I don’t suppose 
any woman ever gets sore at you and 
stays that way after you’ve spoken 
to her, smiled at her or touched her 
hand. That’s what it means to have 
so much sex appeal.” 

“You flatter me,” he murmured 
smoothly. 

“No, I don’t, and you know it, 
Tony. There’s something fatal for 
women about you.” 

“Let’s have another,” Tony sug- 
gested as Corliss emptied her glass. 

“Not now,” she said. “And now 
where are we going for dinner?” 
She smiled at the little start Tony 
evidenced before he said: 

“But I have a dinner date, sweet.” 

“IT know. With me.” 

“No, dear. Not with you. With 
the redhead, third from the end, in 
the front row.” 

“Tony, I'd love meeting a chorus 
girl!” she exclaimed enthusiastically. 
“Tl go along.” 

“Not while I’m conscious.” 

“Then get unconscious in a hurry. 
I’m going along. I want to study 
the technique of those sure-fire red- 
headed sirens.” 

“Over my dead body you'll do 
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“Darling, don’t waste your gifts. 
T’m unpersuadable when it comes to 
you. I promised myself a date with 
you to-night and I refuse to dis- 
appoint myself. There, that’s my 
story and you're sort of stuck with 
it, if you know what I mean.” 
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any good with me, darling, because 
a man’s world is exactly the kind of 
world I like best. I’d have invaded 
it anyhow, you see, to drag you 
along with me.” 

“Such a woman as you’re turning 
out to be!” 

“You don’t know the half of it!” 

“Well, be that as it may, here’s 
another row of houses! And now 
let’s say adios, beautiful!” 

“I don’t mind so much about the 
houses, darling, but the adios is a 
language I don’t understand and re- 
fuse to fool with!” Her small hand 
from which she had pulled the glove 
touched his sleeve. There was 
something very light and delicate 
about the touch and yet at the same 
time very firm and imperative. She 
looked up at him, her lovely eyes 
wistful, her full mouth provactive. 
“Tony, I’m dining with you to-night. 
You're either going to call up and 
break your date or take me along 
with it. Of course, I’d prefer the 
former.” 

“Corliss,” he asked, as he ordered 
their third drink and the minute 
hand of the clock moved past six, 
“what’s happening to you?” 

Corliss didn’t reply, merely smiled 
up at him a trace audaciously. 

“I’ve always thought of you as a 
nice girl,’ Tony went on. “Not a 
man chaser, And here you are meet- 
ing me at a bar and trying to date 
me in the most brazen and shame- 
less way.” 

“All right then”’—under the soft 
velvet of her. voice was that same 
firm touch of her hand, for Corliss 
could be that way when she wished, 
velvet clad but steel beneath—“I’m 
brazen. I am shameless, but you're 
eating with me to-night, taking me 
out somewhere. You’ve got to, 
Tony. You’ve got to pay for some 
of the things you’ve done, things 
like you did to Vi this afternoon. 


You’re doing them to everybody, 
husbands and wives and girls and 
parents impartially and generously. 
Well, there’s a bill for all that. It’s 
just been automatically made out as 
you went your gay and careless way. 
I’m presenting just the very begin- 
ning of that now.” 

Tony stared at the girl. 

“Corliss, you’ve never been this 
way before.” 

“I know,” she murmured, gently 
but firmly. “And the answer is that 
neither have I ever lived this day be- 
fore. We're eating together to- 
night, Tony darling, and you might 
just as well like it. After all, I’m not 
such a bad dinner companion.” 

“But I’ve never been ganged into 
things like this before by a woman,” 
he protested half earnestly and half 
in fun. 

“Probably because there’s only 
one Corliss Landry in the world and 
not many women really take leap 
year seriously. I do. And I’ve al- 
ready let too much time slip away. 
I’ve only a few days left.” 

“T’d forgotten there was such a 
thing until you brought it up.” 

Corliss snickered over her drink. 

“Well, you see, darling,” she said 
easily, “I’m like the elephant, I don’t 
forget.” 

Cartwright was suddenly serious. 

“Corliss,” he said earnestly, “let 
me see that you get home now or 
wherever it is you would be going 
at this time of day. I’ve got to be 
on about my date. I’m not fooling, 
really.” 

“Neither am I’—smiling sweetly 
up at him. “You're not taking me 
or sending me anywhere except to 
dinner with you. We've got a big 
date, Tony—you have and I have! 
And it’s together! What’s wrong 
with me, Tony? Aren’t I nice?” she 
asked, wistfully, her lovely face 
lifted to him, framed in its luxury, 
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“There really isn’t anything any 
other woman can do for you that I 
can’t, you know.”, 

The man looked down at her for a 
moment at that, his eyes warm and 
intimate. Corliss sensed the weaken- 
ing of his resistance. 

“That’s a large order, lovely,” 
Tony said and then, brightening: 
“Tell you what—my date for to- 
night was a pretty bright and shin- 
ing one but I'll call it off, postpone 
it if you’ll promise never to do this 
again to me or any one else. It isn’t 
the sort of thing a nice girl does, 
Corliss.” 

“Tl promise part of that—never 
to do this to any one else, but your- 
self. But the rest I can’t. You see, 
I’m not a particularly nice person.” 

That isn’t enough.” 

“All right. I'll promise never 
again to do this to you.” She smiled 
almost too sweetly. “Now go call 
your date and tell her to expect you 
when she sees you and not before!” 

Tony went to the telephone. Cor- 
liss standing outside the booth could 
see that he was having a difficult 
time persuading the lady at the 
other end that he couldn’t do other- 
wise than he was. 

Corliss smiled inwardly. Tony 
who always got himself into mix-ups 
with his dates! Tony who was al- 
ways wriggling gracefully out of a 
situation! Well, his feminine trouble 
was about at an end. She’d see to 
that. 

He came out not unpleasantly. 

“Well,” he said, “that’s done and 
you don’t know what doing it took! 
Your’re a little vixen!” 

Corliss smiled the sweet, secret 
little smile of hers. 

She waited until they reached 
their table and Tony had ordered 
before she spoke: 


“There’s something that I must 
tell you, Tony,” she said wistfully 
earnest. “I believe the truth is the 
only basis for a lasting association, 
you know.” She smiled to herself as 
she saw him start slightly. “You 
know there at the bar, before you 
telephoned, I only promised never to 
do just what I had done then—chase 
you in a bar, a particular bar, that 
means. Well”—smiling—‘“that still 
leaves me a lot of latitude. That 
was only one bar out of all there are 
in New York, besides all the other 
places you may be.” 

“Devil!” But there was a trace of 
admiration in the word. 

Corliss smiled at him, serenely 
conscious that she was at least pleas- 
ant to look at and that more than 
one pair of eyes were turned her 
way. That she knew, was always 
compensation for a man, he liked 
other people to admire his com- 
panion. 

“But you really shouldn’t call me 
such names,” she said gently. 

“But that’s just what you are— 
charming, but a devil.” 

“Then I really don’t see why you 
don’t like me better. I should be 
just your type.” 

Tony Cartwright was about to 
reply when something visible over 
Corliss’s shoulder attracted and held 
his attention. 

Corliss noted the change in his ex- 
pression—a peculiar tenseness defi- 
nitely etched with something like 
fear. Corliss had never seen Tony 
look quite like that before. There 
was something in his face that 
chilled even her courageous soul. 

“What is it?” she asked after wait- 
ing a moment for him to speak. 
“You see something’—her voice 


.taking on an edge of nervousness. 


- “What is it?” 


TO BE CONTINUED. 


Adorable Deceiver 


By Suzanne Brown 


OCELYN BREEN, working 
slowly through Gloria Linton’s 
fan mail, looked up across the 

room at her employer-friend prac- 
ticing at the grand piano. 

“You must have been pretty good 
at your last broadcast,” Jocelyn 
called. “Your mail is almost dou- 
ble yesterday’s.” 

Gloria nodded her head in ac- 
knowledgment and went on singing. 

But suddenly Jocelyn’s business- 
like manner was utterly destroyed. 
She read and reread the letter she 


had just opened, her tousled black 


head bent over the page, her 
smoothly round cheeks flushing more 
deeply every second. In another 
moment she had run across the room 
to the piano. 

“Guess what!” Her voice was 
breathless with excitement. 

Gloria looked up in surprise. 
“What?” 

“You’ve received a fan letter from 
Kent Dawson!” 

“Kent Dawson!” Gloria cried and 
let her fingers crash on the keyboard. 
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Jocelyn’s eyes still clung to the 
letter. “He thinks you have a mar- 
velous voice and would like to meet 
you. Won’t you have supper with 
him after the broadcast to-morrow 
night? Wants you to drop him a 
note and let him know whether he 
may phone you at the station then!” 

“The Kent Dawson, dramatic 
critic of the Daily Echo, the one 
you’re always daydreaming about, 
Jo?” 

“Yes, of course! He once lectured 
to our dramatic club at school, and 
every one fell in love with him. He’s 
absolutely perfect!” Jo’s eyes shone 
and she stretched her slim young 
arms above her head in delicious, 
thrilling remembrance. 

“Well, that, settles that. 
meeting him.” 

“You're what?” Jo questioned, dis- 
belief in her voice. 

“No,” Gloria said emphatically. 
“I’m not going. I’m not going to 
make Johnny Traven jealous! He’s 
too rich to risk losing. He’ll be ask- 
ing me to marry him one of these 
days.” 

“But, Gloria, this is important! 
Kent Dawson has influence. He 
could do a lot for you.” Jocelyn’s 
earnest young eyes implored her 
friend. 

Gloria was silent, but suddenly her 
face lit up. 

“Listen, Jo.” Jocelyn felt her arm 
being shaken. “You’ve got to go!” 

Jo felt as if a thunderbolt had 
been thrown directly at her heart. 
“To meet Kent Dawson? You mean, 
I’m to pretend that I’m Gloria Lin- 
ton, that—that Z 

“Yes, all of that. Then if he does 
want to give me any publicity he'll 
be sure to say nice things. Besides, 
here’s your chance. Take it! It 
may be one way of curing this use- 
less passion of yours.’ 

Jocelyn’s thoughts were in a 


Tm not 


whirl. Gloria’s proposal sent her 
heart soaring. For a whole year, 
ever since that lecture, Jocelyn had 
been following Kent Dawson’s ac- 
tivities. She had read, hungrily, 
every word he had written in his 
newspaper and magazine articles. 
She had picked up every crumb she 
could find that meant news of him, 
listened for every word any one 
might drop around the studio. 

“Useless passion” Gloria had 
called it. But somewhere, deep in 
her, was the conviction that, if they 
met, Kent Dawson would fulfill 
every one of her longings. And now 
Gloria, seemed to be handing her the 
man of. her dreams all safely 
wrapped, addressed and delivered. 
But was she? 

“My chance?” Jocelyn woke from 
her reverie, a tinge of bitterness be- 
neath her words. “Under a false 
front? I'll never be able to let him 
know who I really am!” 

But Gloria refused to have her 
suggestion battered down. “Be a 
good sport, Jo. Think of what he 
might do for us,” she urged. “Go 
ahead, for as long as it lasts! Drop 
him a note and tell him to call.” 
With a kindly laugh and shake of 
Jo’s arm, she gathered up her music 
and went out of the room. 

Left alone in the living room of 
Gloria’s spacious apartment, Jocelyn 
sank down into an easy-chair. Glo- 
ria’s suggestion opened up a maze 
of terrifying and thrilling possibili- 
ties. To meet Kent Dawson, not 
just unnoticed in a sea of girls, but 
the woman he had singled out! 

In the midst of Jo’s musings, Glo- 
ria thrust her head in the doorway. 

“Don’t forget, Jo,” she said smil- 
ingly. “I’m laying out my white 
satin dress for you and the blue cape 
with the white fox collar. See you 
to-night!” 
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Jocelyn knew it was time for Glo- 
ria to rest and eat her light supper 
alone in her room. Then, later in 
the evening, the two of them would 
start for the broadcasting studios, 
Jocelyn, the competent secretary, in 
charge of Gloria’s music, wraps, 
notes. 

It was all right for Gloria to sug- 
gest this substitution. She was a 
successful radio star and felt sure of 
everything she did. But Jocelyn’s 
position was different. Gloria had 
taken her in when she finished high 
school the year before, and taught 
her to be her secretary and house- 
keeper. But Jo had never shared 
Gloria’s social life. Instead, she had 
done the drudgery. 

Jocelyn worked long, hard hours 
opening, sorting out, answering fan 
mail, attending to domestic duties 
and generally running Gloria’s af- 
fairs. There weren’t many idle mo- 
ments. Gloria’s thoughts were for- 
ever on her music. She was content 
to live in her singing and the love 
of rich Johnny Traven. 

But Jocelyn knew that she her- 
self was wilting under the pressure 
of hard work. Her creamy cheeks, 
under the black mop of hair, were 
losing some of their roundness, her 
brilliant blue eyes some of their lus- 
ter. For Jocelyn Breen had discov- 
ered herself to be an imaginative, 
beauty-loving girl, in whose secret 
dreams Kent Dawson had come so 
wonderfully to figure. She longed 
for an enormous rambling house, 
holiday festivities, birthday celebra- 
tions, and above all, for love and 
tenderness—from Kent Dawson. 

Instead, she had Gloria’s empty 
New York apartment, in the center 
of a fashionable street, where every 
one was too busy to know she ex- 
isted, her days filled with fan mail, 
radio work and- intolerable loneli- 
ness. 


Abruptly, she started up. “TI will 
go! I will meet him! And we'll be 
together for as long as it lasts!” 
Without any more hesitation she. 
wrote a note telling Kent Dawson 
she would be expecting his phone 
call that evening. 

Jocelyn never forgot those next 
hours, tense with anticipation. Fe- 
verishly, she pored over the endless 
mail and finally finished it. Then 
she had a quick supper, mended a 
negligee of Gloria’s, and at last was 
ready for a warm shower. Massag- 
ing her skin until it achieved a rosy 
translucency, and brushing out her 
dark curls, she slipped into the gown 
Gloria had made ready. A dusting 
of powder, a rose-petal touch at lips 
and cheeks, and Jocelyn surveyed 
herself—slim, boyish, creamy satin 
skin, eyes starry with excitement. 


Tn the taxi, Gloria patted her hand 
reassuringly. The moments flew by. 
Both in evening dress, they went up 
the wide steps of the broadcasting 
station. The elevator boy’s cour- 
teous greeting, “Good evening, Miss 
Linton,” was accompanied by a stare 
at Jocelyn, as though he had never 
seen her before. 

Even when Gloria stood before the 
microphone in the studio and Joce- 
lyn sat in the adjoining control 
room, everything still seemed un- 
real. 

The control room was partitioned 
off by glass windows from the main 
studio where Gloria was standing be- 
fore the microphone singing. Joce- 
lyn could hear Gloria’s lovely so- 
prano as it came through the glass 
partition. But in her heart she won- 
dered whether Kent Dawson was lis- 
tening, whether he looked forward 
to the phone call as eagerly as she. 

Her thoughts were broken into by 
Jimmy, the engineer, who sat beside 
her and whose job it was to adjust 
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the apparatus that controlled the 
broadcast. She realized then that 
Gloria was finished. 

“Look mighty beautiful to-night, 
Miss Jocelyn,” she heard him say. 

“Thanks, Jim!” Jo flashed him a 
smile. 

Any moment, now, Kent Dawson 
would call! Jo’s heart rocked, a 
shivery mix- 
ture of hap- 
piness and 
fear. 

Exactly five 
minutes after 
the announcer 
had signed off 
Gloria, Jim 
came rushing 
back to her. 
“Telephone for 
Miss Linton.” 
He knew Joce- 
lyn always an- 
swered Gloria’s 
calls. But to- 
night she was 
not answering 
as Gloria Linton’s young secretary. 

Aware that Gloria herself was 
smiling at her now, Jocelyn went 
into one of the offices to take the 
call. Her finger shook as she lifted 
up the receiver. She didn’t know 
how she’d ever summon up courage 
to say those first words. But at last 
she did answer. 

“Hello? This is Gloria Linton!” 
she said. 

“Hello! This is Kent Dawson!” 
The deep voice she knew she would 
recognize anywhere! 

“It’s awfully nice of you to call, 
Mr. Dawson,” Jo found herself say- 
ing. 

“T’ve just been listening in on your 
broadcast,” she heard him reply in a 
laughing tone that matched her 
dreams, “and I’m more anxious than 
ever to meet you. Won't you be 


unconventional and all that and 
have supper with me to-night?” 

Jocelyn felt that underneath his 
laughing voice there was an impetu- 
ous rush, as though he were trying to 
overcome the obstacle of distance, 
telephone wires and all that sepa- 
rated them, 

“I'd love to! If you'll come over 
to the studio, 
T'll be down at 
the side door.” 

“In five min- 
utes, then’”’— 
his voice ju- 
bilant—‘T will 
be there!” 

Jocelyn hur- 
ried back to 
Gloria. 

“You had 
better leave,” 
she whispered. 
“He'll be here 
any moment.” 

“All right, 
Jo. Buck up! 
Don’t stay out 
too late. Dll be sleeping when you 
come in, but be sure to tell me every 
little detail in the morning!” Gloria 
grinned. 

Jo just had time to reach for her 
compact and powder her nose. 
There was no need for more color. 

“Some one waiting for you?” 
Jimmy asked, a knowing light in his 
eyes, as they went down in the ele- 
vator together. 

“Yes.” Jo let the word escape and 
caught her breath. 

They had reached the ground 
floor, and in the side doorway stood 
Kent Dawson. Gray felt hat in 
hand, the black satin lapels of his 
tuxedo showing under the soft gray 
tweed of his coat, Kent Dawson in 
evening clothes was even more good- 
looking than in the informal suit he 
had worn at the lecture. He had 
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well-modeled features, too, capable 
of being serious, but with such an 
engaging boyish grin that it lit up 
his face like a sudden sun. 

Jocelyn let her glance go, deep and 
fearless, directly to him. A smile 
leaped to his face as he caught it. 
She saw him study her. Then he 
drew a breath, squared his broad 
shoulders, and advanced to meet 
her. ; 

“You’re as lovely as your voice, 
Miss Linton.” The deep masculine 
tones she had heard over the tele- 
phone, but a caressing lilt in them 
now! 

Jo’s heart pounded, but she 
laughed lightly. 

“Tt’s a relief to know you're not 
disappointed, Mr. Dawson!” 

As he stood aside to hold the door 
open, their eyes met. She had re- 
membered that his were a curious 
hazel color, rimmed with thick black 
lashes. But even in her dreams she 
had not known they could be so 
warm. Was his heart, too, doing 
crazy things? Life was either be- 
ginning or ending for her! Jocelyn 
gazed back at Kent, joyous and 
smiling. 

“I’m wondering if you wouldn’t 
like to go to a gypsy night club I’ve 
discovered?” he asked as he took her 
arm and led her to his car. 

“T’d go anywhere with you!” Be- 
fore she knew it, Jocelyn had uttered 
the words that lay uppermost on 
her heart. Then, to cover up her 
real meaning, she pretended, “Un- 
less, of course, you’re taking me to 
another broadcasting station!” 

“So you do tire of your work,” 
Kent said thoughtfully, as he started 
the motor. “You know, you're not 
like a professional singer at all. In 
fact, you look just like one of those 
dancing-eyed girls who was always 
the heroine in the boarding-school 
stories my sister used to read!” 


Kent paused a moment, and Joce- 
lyn felt his intent look. Then in a 
quiet voice he added: “I’ve won- 
dered how you enjoyed being in the 
public eye. Have you ever thought 
of giving it all up?” 

Why was he saying this? Jocelyn 
didn’t dare tell herself the answer. 

“Oh, yes! Some day when I am 
ready to settle down I want all the 
things other women have—a _ hus- 
band, love, a home!” She smiled. 

“Then you haven’t chosen the per- 
son you want to settle down with 
‘ee he questioned, still looking at 

er. 

Jocelyn looked away and shook 
her head. “No, there’s no one,” she 
answered in a low voice. 

That seemed to be all Kent 
needed. From that moment on he 
was like a little boy, full of high 
spirits. Jocelyn felt herself swept 
along by his spontaneity. All her 
fears leaving her, she was conscious 
only of the warmth and joy of these 
moments close to him. 

The Gypsy Inn turned out to be 
a glamorously decorated restaurant, 
with fashionable-looking people, gay- 
ety, and a gypsy orchestra. 

As Kent guided her between the 
rows of tables, the orchestra struck 
up one of Gloria’s own songs. 

Jo’s face grew red with embar- 
rassment. Was this chance? Or did 
they really believe they were hon- 
oring Gloria Linton? And who had 
told them? 

“T hope you don’t mind my havy- 
ing tipped them off,’ Kent whis- 
pered, bending toward her, his cheek 
close to her own as they edged their 
way to their table. 

All for Gloria Linton!—Jocelyn 
thought. She felt herself grow icy. 
She had been forgetting the false 
colors under which she was sailing. 
She had been forgetting that this 
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was just a fairy tale, that she would 
have to stop knowing Kent Dawson. 

Jocelyn tried to banish the mood 
that hung so heavily upon her. But 
it wasn’t until Kent asked her to 
dance, until he held her close in his 
arms, that she knew she didn’t care 
what price she had to pay for her 
one glorious night! 

Yes, this was her dreamed-of 
heaven, this feel of Kent’s arms 
drawing her even closer as they cir- 
cled the floor. She knew that the 
infectious music of the dance had 
stirred them both, and that Kent’s 
cheeks were as flushed as her own. 
She was oblivious of the people who 
kept their eyes turned upon them as 
Kent spun her around, the circular 
skirt of her evening gown swirling 
rhythmically, the luxurious creamy 
satin marking her grace like the 
silken sheen of moon-swept water. 

It was only when the music ceased 
and she looked up at her partner that 
she saw they had been practically 
alone on the floor. The applause 
that was echoing through the night 
club was not so much an encore for 
the orchestra as one for their danc- 
ing. 

“Kent, you shouldn’t have told 
them about me!” she scolded with a 
smile, her voice scarcely more than 
@ murmur. 

She might play at being Gloria 
Linton, but the quick surges of hap- 
piness that assailed her no one could 
ever take from her. 

Kent tucked her arm under his 
own with a proprietary air that made 
her heart smash into a thousand 
pieces. Then, as they found their 
table again, he said softly: “But I 
imagined you’d like the publicity— 
that is, before I met you. Now I 
know you’re not that kind.” His 
eyes met her own. 

Again and again the expression in 
them proclaimed that she had been 


right. There was an instinctive bond 
between them, an intense sympathy, 
a ready exchange of trust. 

Jocelyn felt as if sie had taken 
some heady wine. Across from her, 
light flashing in his eyes, she was 
aware that Kent watched her with a 
delight he didn’t try to hide. Yes, 
there was such a thing as love at first 
sight! 

“We've known each other forever 
and ever! Do you understand that?” 
suddenly Kent asked, putting his 
hand for the first time over her own. 

Jocelyn felt her fingers quiver. 
She wanted to stay here, facing 
Kent Dawson, listening to him talk, 
telling him the hundreds of things 
that belonged to her childhood, that 
she had never told any one. And 
he was eager, too, Jocelyn could see, 
that this evening go on forever. 

But, as it grew later, the club 
grew more crowded. The room be- 
came overflowing with a dancing, 
merry crowd that robbed them of 
their feeling of intimacy. 

“Shall we go?” Jocelyn heard Kent 
ask. “Will you let me come back 
to your apartment now? ‘There’s 
something I want to ask you to- 
night!” 

Jocelyn’s heart quickened. Her 
thoughts raced ahead. Well, why 
not? Gloria would be asleep. 

“Please say yes,’ he urged, his 
voice thrilling with tenderness. 

Jocelyn looked at him, then nod- 
ded her head. “Yes,” she whispered 
back. 

Gloria’s apartment was only a 
short drive away, and soon they 
were in the elevator, her key in the 
lock. 

Jocelyn ushered him into the ele- 
gantly furnished living room, the 
modern furniture upholstered in soft 
materials of luscious hues. She lit 
two of the deep-shaded lamps, and 
their dim light shedding itself upon 
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them only added to the beauty of 
the hour. 

Gently, Kent removed Jocelyn’s 
wrap and seated himself beside her 
on the couch. Somewhere, a clock 
sounded the deep note of midnight. 
Kent broke the spell as, his voice 
husky, he leaned toward her. 

“My dear,” he said, taking her 
hand in both his own, “there is just 
one favor I want to ask of you.” 

Jocelyn waited, her pulses quick- 
ening. But her heart sank as she 
saw Kent look toward the grand 
piano that stood flanking one end 
of the room. 

“You know all your voice has 
meant to me. Will you sing for me? 
Please, just one small song!” Kent’s 
words were boyishly appealing. 

Shock clutched Jocelyn. She 
stood still, unable to move. Her lips 
were dry. Then, realizing how 
strange and nervous she must ap- 
pear, she said: “No, Kent. Please 
excuse me. I’m awfully tired.” 

Kent Dawson was staring at her. 
Suddenly, she started up from her 
chair. She laughed a real note of 
merriment, of relief. Gayety sprang 
into her tones. She could yet save 
her glamorous night! 

She smiled back at him as she 
hurried over to a shelf at one side 
of the wall. In another moment she 
had twirled a disk onto the phono- 
graph that stood in a corner of the 
room. 

Outwardly gay still, she came 
back and sat near Kent as Gloria 
Linton’s beautiful soprano filled the 
room. To Jocelyn, though, the notes 
sounded with a hollow mockery. 

But Kent seemed satisfied. “That 
was beautiful,” he said. “I realize 
how thoughtless I was to ask you to 

_sing when you must be tired. I 
haven’t any business keeping you up 
so late!” And then in a lower tone, 
“But I’m glad I did!” 


“Yes, I am tired.” Jocelyn smiled 
wanly. 

“And I only want what’s best for 
you,” Kent returned in his gentle 
tone. 
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Jocelyn jumped up nervously. “No, Kent. 
Please don’t ask me to sing to-night, I’m 
awfully tired.” She wondered fearfully what 
he would say if he knew she was not Gloria 
Linton, famous radio singer, but plain 
Jocelyn Breen, 


She watched him gather up his for the day. I'll see that you get 
coat and hat. Then, holding her _ lots of fresh air and rest, and I prom- 
hand in his own, he told her: “Ill ise I won't tire you out again. Will 
call first thing to-morrow. If you’re you?” he asked, urgency in his ques- 
free, we'll drive out to the country _ tion. 
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“T’d love to,” Jocelyn whispered. 

And bending, his lips found her 
hand. When their eyes met, his gaze 
said clearly that she was something 
infinitely precious. 

In another moment he was gone, 
but not before he had whispered 
again, “To-morrow!” 

The door closed behind him, and 
Jocelyn sank back against it, unable 
to move. The hand that his lips had 
touched lay now against her cheek. 
But it was his eyes, urgent, tender, 
passionate, that she could feel on 
her lips, her throat, her hair. 

She gave a long sigh; then, gather- 
ing the wide folds of the satin gown 
about her, she turned toward her 
room. As she turned out the last 
light and finally lay alone in the 
darkness, she gave herself up com- 
pletely to the dreams that would 
come, full of the promise of to- 
morrow! 


Jocelyn woke the next morning 
when a beam of sunlight stretched 
across her eyes. She sat up, smil- 
ing. It was a glorious day, clear and 
cool, and all the bliss of being close 
to Kent last night had tumbled over 
into this morning. 

From her window, twenty-four 
stories above the street, she could 
- see nothing but a stream of cars 
moving along. A quarter to nine, 
the clock’s hands showed—hundreds 
of people hurrying to work. But 
Jocelyn was visioning herself beside 
Kent Dawson in his long, low road- 
ster, flying out of this traffic to white 
roads, the first green of spring fields, 
new-budding trees. What a day it 
would be! 

She knew it was too early for 
Gloria to be up. She’d have to tell 
her about their plan to go away for 
the day, and wondered what Gloria 
would say. After all, there was work 
to be done. Gloria might object to 


her leaving. But it was Gloria who 
had started this. She would have 
to let her go on with it! 

In the midst of her thoughts the 
phone rang. Could it be Kent al- 
ready? Jocelyn’s mouth curved al- 
luringly in anticipation as she picked 
up the receiver. 

“My dear, how are you this heav- 
enly morning? Did I wake you up?” 

Yes, it was Kent’s voice, low and 
intimate. 

“T feel marvelous, Kent. No, you 
didn’t wake me!” Jocelyn replied, her 
own voice throbbing. 

“I was afraid I might. But there’s 
a reason for this early call. I’ve just 
discovered that I have to write a 
magazine article, and they’re only 
letting me have the next eight hours 
to finish it in. You'll never know 
how I feel about Eine up our day 
together. My only compensation is 
remembering that there’s to-mor- 
row.” 

Jocelyn’s bubble of hope became, 
suddenly, a fragile and evanescent 
thing. In the next second it burst 
with the weight of her depair. 

“That’s all right, Kent,” she heard 
herself replying in an unbelievably 
calm voice. If only he knew what 
was going on in her heart! 

“But I'll be at the station in time 
to hear you broadcast to-night! 
Sorry, my dear, I have to ring off 
now and get at that article. I’m 
counting the hours until to-night, 
though, and after!” 

“But, Kent, you can’t—you must- 
n’t come!” Jocelyn shrieked into the 
telephone. It was too late; Kent’s 
voice had been cut off. 

All the agony in the world seemed 
to be piling on Jocelyn’s slender 
shoulders. Should she phone him? 
But what reason could she give for 
asking him to stay away? 

Well, Gloria ‘would have to help 
her. Of one thing she was certain. 
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She couldn’t give Kent up yet—not 
after last night, dancing in his arms, 
the tenderness in his eyes, his lips 
pressed to her hand, imprinted there 
forever. 

Jocelyn could hardly wait until 
Gloria woke up. But when finally 
she did she was buzzingly curious 
about the evening. 

“Yes, he’s as wonderful as I 
thought he would be! We went to 
_ a gypsy night club, and we danced 
and we——” Jocelyn began in re- 
ply to Gloria’s prompting. 

“And he made love to you, I sup- 
pose,” Gloria interrupted slyly. 

“No, not the kind of cheap ad- 
vances you mean, Gloria!” Jocelyn 
flared up. “But he did—— Oh, we 
do mean something to each other! 
Listen, Gloria, he just telephoned. 
He insists on coming to the studio 
to-night to hear me broadcast—me!” 
Jocelyn’s voice held an hysterical un- 
dertone. “Oh, Gloria, what can I 
do?” Jocelyn was kneeling now be- 
side the chaise longue on which Glo- 
ria lay, her negligee spreading itself 
out in a fan of pleats. 

A determined expression flashed 
across Gloria’s face. “Look here, 
Jo,” she said, “we’ve started this 
thing and we might as well get some 
publicity out of it. Better lure your 
Kent Dawson along until he comes 
across with a column or an article 
on the beautiful and clever Gloria 
Linton, alias Jocelyn Breen. Never 
mind; we'll fix it!” 

“But how can we do it?” Jocelyn 
begged frantically. “How on earth 
can he see me broadcasting?” 

“That’s just it, Jo. We'll fake it. 
Tll put you in a room with a dead 
mike and switch in my singing from 
the real sound room. You go 
through the motions with your back 
to Kent; my voice will come through 
the loud-speaker, and he’ll think it’s 
yours!” 


‘But won't he realize that a real 
radio performer usually faces the 
control room, where he’ll be sitting?” 

“Of course not. He'll never know 
the difference. It’s all settled now. 
T'll speak to Jimmy to-night. Run 
along and start on the mail!” 

Somehow or other, Jocelyn lived 
through that day. No joy this eve- 
ning in slipping into another of Glo- 
ria’s shimmering gowns! There was 
too much at stake. She felt only 
queer trembly feelings, until at last 
she and Gloria started for the studio. 

“Now you leave everything to me, 
Jo,” Gloria emphasized. “T’ll speak 
to Jimmy and get him to arrange 
things. When Kent asks for Gloria 
Linton’s broadcast he’ll be led into 
the control room facing the studio 
you're standing in. Don’t you 
worry!” 

Jocelyn tried to pull herself to- 
gether. What if something should 
go wrong and she should lose Kent? 
No man would have any use for a 
girl who he thought had deliber- 
ately deceived him. How could he 
know that she meant every look she 
gave him, every returning pressure 
of her fingers, every exultant smile? 

This whole affair seemed a mad 
thing, and she and Gloria engaged 
in a mad deception. But she stead- 
ied her nerve, and as the hour for 
Gloria’s broadcast drew near, she 
stood before the microphone she was 
supposed to use, while Gloria her- 
self went to the regular broadcasting 
room. 

In a few moments Jimmy had ush- 
ered Kent into the control room. 
She had only a moment in which to 
flash him a smile, a moment in which 
to know she was still wildly in love 
with him, before Jimmy gave her 
the signal. Turning her back to 
Kent, she went through the motions 
Gloria had rehearsed. Jimmy’s 
switch-in of Gloria’s voice came 
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through perfectly. Jocelyn didn’t 
dare turn to see how Kent was tak- 
ing it on the other side of the glass 
partition. But everything seemed to 
be going all right and the first song 
was over. 

Suddenly, everything whirled in 
black spots before Jocelyn’s eyes. 
One of the call boys had appeared 
in the doorway of the studio, and 
his voice sounded loudly: 

“Hey, there! Why don’t 
you stop fooling around 
with that mike? We need 
it!” He swooped down 
upon the portable micro- 
phone and carried it from 
‘the room. And Jocelyn 
was left standing helpless, 
-her back still turned to 
Kent, while Gloria’s voice 
crooned on, horrible evi- 
i dence of the deception. 

Kent! What had he 
:thought of this whole 
shameful spectacle? The 
pretense must be clear 
now. Those were the first 


thoughts that raced through Joce- 
lyn’s mind, but she couldn’t bring 
herself to turn around to look at 
Kent. A deep blush crept up, in- - 
folding her. She had only one 
impulse, and without a _ second’s 
consideration she fled from the room, 
the skirt of her evening dress twirl- 
ing as she ran down the wide stairs 
to the first floor, her black cap of 


“Yes, Kent did make love to 
me, but not the kind of cheap 
advances you mean!” Jocelyn 
flared. “Oh, we do mean some- 
thing to each other!” 
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curls bobbing, her eyes full of de- 
spair. 

Hurrying past the amazed door- 
man, she tried to whistle for a cab, 
but no sound would come from her 
dry throat. She didn’t care how cu- 
riously passers-by stared at the wild 
picture she made. At last a cruis- 
ing taxi stopped ir answer to her 
frantic call. 

Breathless, she gave the driver her 
address and sank back into the seat. 
Her cheeks were feverish. Hot 
waves of shame swept over her. So 
this was the ending to her fairy 
tale! 

She could hardly wait to pay the 
driver and rush into the apartment 
house. All she wanted was to be 
safe inside her room, alone with her 
humiliation. She was too wretched 
to think clearly, but she knew she 
couldn’t stay here with Gloria in 
New York. She wanted to run far 
away from any reminder of Kent 
Dawson, and she never, never 
wanted to see a radio station again. 

Miserably, she let herself into the 
apartment. A dim light showed in 
the living room, but she went 
straight to her own bedroom door. 
Candles on her console table shed 
their soft flickering light, leaving 
half the room in deep shadow—can- 
dles, on this night when she wanted 
only darkness and oblivion! 

She flung her white evening bag 
down on the bed and bent over the 
candles to blow them out. But sud- 
denly a man’s figure loomed out of 
the shadows and came forward into 
the flickering light. In another in- 
stant, Kent Dawson had stifled her. 
cry and gathered both her hands to 
his lips. 

“Kent! But you saw everything! 
You—you must know that I am a 
—a——” Jocelyn faltered, trying to 
hide her scarlet face. 

LS—6C 


“T knew who you were all along, 
you darling idiot!” Kent cried in a 
thrilling, teasing tone. “And I saw 
how much you cared when you ran 
out.of that studio like a desperate, 
beautiful ghost! Oh, darling, may 
I?” Jocelyn heard him murmur as 
he caught her to him. And she 
yielded her lips for a century-full 

iss. 

“But, Kent, how did you know? 
This ean’t be true!” at last Jocelyn 
breathed, still not sure whether the 
haven of his arms were real. 

Kent drew her down to a chair. 
“Because of this, dear.” He took 
out a sheet of Gloria Linton’s note 
paper from his pocket. “You wrote 
the note telling me to phone, but you 
forgot and signed your own name! 
Of course, I began to suspect some- 
thing. Then when I did telephone, 
the first thing you said was, “This 
is Gloria Linton.’ So I was sure 
something was up.” 

“But how did you know who I 
was?” Jocelyn asked, still puzzled. 

“That was simple. After I got 
your note I inquired at the studio,” 
Kent replied. 

“Then the way you sounded over 
the telephone that first night—that 
wasn’t because you thought you 
were going to meet Gloria Linton?” 
Jo couldn’t resist asking. 

“Tt certainly wasn’t! And the mo- 
ment I saw you I knew I was right. 
I happen to have seen a picture of 
Gloria Linton!” Kent smiled. “I 
did my darnedest afterward, trying 
to make you ’fess up, having that 
theme song played, asking you to 
sing, but you stuck to your guns. 
Finally, in desperation, I insisted on 
coming to the broadcast. I never 
thought you’d try to go through with 
that. I wanted you to break down 
and tell me you were just plain Joce- 
lyn Breen and that you wanted to 


“You will marry me, dearest, won’t you?” he mur- 
mured tenderly. Jocelyn didn’t have to answer, 
for her eyes told him everything. 


hear all the things I wanted to say 
to you!” 

“But in the beginning it was 
Gloria’s voice you fell in love with,” 
Jocelyn said wistfully. 

“In love with? I wanted to write 
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an article about women 
radio singers, and Gloria 
Linton just happened to 
be one of them!” Kent 
burst out. “Of course, I 
had to play up the in- 
terest in her voice or she 
might have refused to see 
me. I was all ready to 
fall in love with a girl I 
had an idea would be an 
adorable deceiver before I 
ever met her, and then 
when I did, well sd 
Kent’s eyes looked into 
hers, so that no other 
world but their own ex- 
isted. 

“You do love me, Jo,” 
Kent whispered. “I was 
sure of it when you ran 
out of the studio so heart- 
brokenly. That’s why I knew it was 
right for me to force my way in 
here.” 

Jocelyn didn’t have to answer. 

“But there’s something you 
haven’t told me,” Kent went on very 
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seriously. “Why did you substitute 
for Gloria in the first place?” he 
asked. ’ 

Jocelyn burst into happy laughter. 
“It was only because I wanted to 
meet you. You see, I fell in love 
with you long ago, the first time I 
saw you, when you lectured at our 
school club.” 

She watched Kent’s face break 
into a wreath.of smiles. “Then you 
will marry me, dearest, won’t you?” 
But there was no need for Jocelyn to 


reply. Her eyes had long ago told 
him everything. 

“And new how about hunting up 
Gloria and telling her the good 
news?” 

Jocelyn didn’t know whether she 
was nodding yes or no. But, feeling 
Kent’s arms about her and his lips 
against her own, she was sure that 
storybook tales did come true, after 
all! She knew one prince and prin- 
cess who were going to live happily 
together forever after. 


GYPSY MAID 


I COULD not sleep on my safe, snug bed, 
I could not sleep when the blinds were drawn, 
¥ wanted a couch of boughs instead, 
I wanted the blue sky overhead, 
And the rose-and-gold of dawn. 


T could not dream on my pillow white, 

I could not feel that my veins were warm, 
I wanted the dark, and the lure of night, 
I wanted the stars, far off and bright, 

And a cloud that might bring storm. 


T could not fancy a shy, pale bride, 
Of loving and being loved, afraid, 

IT wanted a mate to lie at my side, 

A mate of tempest, and flame, and pride, 
I wanted my gypsy maid. 


L. MircHett THORNTON 
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Kiss And Remember 


By Grace Poe Porter 


HE fleet was in. Joy Dexter 

could see the ships dotting the 

Hudson. One by one they 
moved majestically to their ap- 
pointed places and dropped anchor. 
White launches began bringing boat- 
loads of sailors ashore. 


Joy, curled upon the window seat 
in her bedroom, twisted her fingers 


nervously. A whole year had come 
and gone since the fleet had been 
out there in the river. Even now it 
seemed impossible. It seemed no 
more than a few days ago that she 
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had lost her heart to Ralph Comp- 
ton—Ensign Compton of the Con- 
necticut. She realized now that for 
Compton it had been just one of 
those things—a shore-leave flirta- 
tion, nothing of any weight or im- 
portance. Probably he had a girl in 
every port, some one to romance 
idly with, kiss and forget. 

But Joy was sure she’d never for- 
get. What had been beautiful had 
become poignant. What had been 
rapture had turned to sorrow. With 
a quick breath, she shook back her 
curly brown hair, smiled cynically, 
and climbed down from the window 
seat when a knock sounded on the 
door. 

It was Paula, the maid—prim and 
proper Paula, her face expression- 
less. 
“T hope TI didn’t disturb you, Miss 
Jo 

a I was watching the lights on 
the ships.” 

Paula coughed. 

“There’s a young man downstairs 
who wants to see you. He’s wearing 
a uniform and I guess he just came 
ashore.” 

Joy’s heart skipped a beat before 
it raced and pounded. Then it sank 
slowly, dully. For a wild instant 
she was certain it was Ralph Comp- 
ton. The envelope Paula handed 
her dispelled that illusion quickly. 

“He asked me to give you this, 
Miss Joy.” 

Joy recognized her aunt Ryder’s 
familiar writing. Aunt Ryder lived 
in California, near one of the west 
coast naval bases. She opened the 
note, turned on a lamp and read its 
contents. 

- Her pretty face cleared, but her 

gray-blue eyes were still troubled. 
-“Tell Ensign Alston I'll be down 

in a few minutes,” she directed 


‘Paula. 


A tall, slim young man was 
prowling around the living room 
when Joy entered. Her first impres- 
sion was of his rough, tumbled hair, 
the deep tan on his attractive face, 
and the distinctive air with which 
he wore his uniform. He turned 
slowly when he heard her step on 
the polished floor. She noticed how 
dark his eyes were, how white his 
teeth. He came toward her. 

“Miss Dexter?” he said eagerly. 
His strong hand closed over hers. 
Joy forced a smile. 

“Sit down, won’t you?” she in- 
vited graciously, “Aunt Ryder 
gives you a very good recommenda- 
tion. She says that you're her 
favorite ensign in the entire navy 
and I’m to see that you’re well en- 
tertained while the fleet’s here.” 

Alston laughed. 

“T’m afraid Mrs. Ryder’s too kind. 
She and your uncle were awfully 
nice to me while I was at Port 
Palms. I don’t want to force my- 
self on you in any way. You see, 
this is my first visit to New York, 
and it would be rather nice to have 
some one show me the sights. I’ve 
felt somewhat like a lost sheep in 
other ports without friends.” 

Joy nodded her lustrous brown 
head. 


“T suppose so,” she said without 


any great enthusiasm. “Which is 
your ship?” 
“The Connecticut. She lies to- 


ward the Jersey shore.” 

Again Joy’s pulses pounded. The 
Connecticut! She kept her eyes 
averted, waiting for the tide of mem- 
ory to recede. 

“Well, Ensign Alston,” she an- 
nounced finally, with mock formal- 
ity, “since Aunt Ryder requests en- 
tertaimment, I offer my _ services, 
Where would you like to go and 
what would you like to do?” © 

He considered her doubtfully. 
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“I’m not upsetting any of your 
plans?” When she shook her head, 
he continued: “Suppose you have 
dinner with me at the Anchorage on 
Broadway. I understand it’s quite 
a place for naval men when they hit 
town.” 

For a minute Joy was silent. Her 
red lips trembled, but she was care- 
ful to conceal their quivering. At 
length she jumped up. 

“Give me a moment to powder 
my nose and I'll be with you. The 
Anchorage by all means!” she cried 
vibrantly. 

“You know it? 
there?” 

“Oh, yes, I know all about it,” 
Joy informed him. 

They rode on top of one of the 
Riverside Drive busses. It was a 
coel, crystal-clear night. All the 
way downtown Alston pointed out 
the various ships, naming them, 
mentioning their tonnage and how 
many guns they carried. Winking 
lights signaled from ship to ship, the 
white launches bustled back and 
forth, and the crowd of pedestrians 
along the Drive viewed the spectacle 
in the river below. 

Quiet and thoughtful, Joy crept 
into herself. A whole year! An- 
other bus, another visit to the An- 
chorage and another sailor! Only 
this time, she vowed, it was going 
to be different. She wasn’t the same 
impulsive, silly Joy who had given 
her heart so freely and her kisses 
with such careless abandon. She 
had scorched her fingers at love’s 
bonfire and she knew better now. 

“You're a quiet girl,” Alston re- 
marked, when they were near their 
destination. “You haven’t said ten 
words since we started. What’s the 
matter—am I boring you?” he de- 
manded. 

She lifted her eyes to his. 

“Not at all. I’ve been thinking.” 


You’ve been 


“Maybe,” he suggested, “you 
don’t like sailors.” 

Joy drew a little breath. 

“Maybe,” she murmured. 

“But you do like to dance and, 
from what they’ve told me, the 
place we're going to has a swing 
band that toots ’em high, wide and 
handsome.” 

The Anchorage was tucked away 
on a side street twenty steps from 
the glowing lane of Broadway. 
Something flared up within Joy 
when they entered its circular foyer. 
The lights, the music, the smell of 
tobacco and liquor all brought a 
picture back to her that was at once 
painful and disturbing. It was here 
that Ralph Compton had first 


‘kissed her, told her that he loved 


her, that to him she was like a 
dream come true and would never, 
never fade. 

Joy’s red lips compressed. A 
never-fading dream? Compton had 
not even bothered. to write her, once 
his ship steamed down the majestic 
Hudson and vanished in the mists 
of the Lower Bay. 

How well she had learned her les- 
son! Men were cheats, gay deceiv- 
ers. She stole a glance at Roger 
Alston. He looked sleek and hand- 
some, but appearances meant noth- 
ing. Probably, Joy confided to her- 
self, he was like all the others. 
Doubtless he had a girl in every 
port. Navy men were all the same, 
happy-go-lucky vagabonds, taking 
their love where they found it. 

The head waiter led them to a 
table. The famous orchestra began 
playing a syncopated tune. Alston 
stood up. 

“Shall we?” 

Joy moved off in his arms. The 
floor was crowded, but he guided 
her accurately through the weaving 
couples. His sense of rhythm was 
perfect. He danced with a smooth, 


yeree 
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‘Like it?” Al- 
ston inquired. 
“You dance very 
well.” 
“Thanks. You 
are not so bad 
His touch was hot and magnetic. His eyes were bright and yourself, but I ex- 


his voice unsteady as he drew her toward him. “Joy! I ” 
hadn’t meant to tell you yet, but—— Joy! I’ve fallen in pected that. 


love with you!” “I suppose my 
; aunt told you.” 
almost professional ease. At any “My eyes did, when I first saw 


other time, Joy reflected, she would you. 

have been contented and happy. An “Oh, you have only to look at a 
attractive escort, marvelous music— girl and know what she’s capable 
what more could any gir] ask? of.” She smiled cynically. 
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Alston frowned. 

“TI don’t believe I understand.” 

“Skip it,” Joy said shortly. 

After the dance they went back 
to the table. He ordered and sat 
back in his chair. 

“Tve been hoping,” 
on, “we'd be friends. 
don’t like me.” 

“What makes you think that?” 
Joy asked. 

“You’ve been so quiet and—and 
bored.” _ 

For the first time she laughed. 

“Probably it’s just my nature.” 

“Or the fact,” he added, “that you 
don’t like sailors.” 

They danced several times more 
in the shifting lights. As the hour 
grew later, the place became more 
crowded. Sailors and their sweet- 
hearts came in. Tables on the bal- 
cony filled up. It was néarly twelve 
when Alston suggested: 

“Guess it’s time we shoved off. 
I don’t want to monopolize you. I 
hope to see you again soon.” 

They went toward the foyer. Joy 
received her wrap at the coat-room 
desk. It was when the check girl 
handed it to her that a familiar 
voice, a pace behind her, filled her 
with wild confusion. 

“Allow me,” the 
suavely. 

Joy swung around and looked di- 
rectly into Ralph Compton’s blue 
eyes. He stood smiling at her, tall 
and blond, as immaculate as: al- 
ways, trim and compelling in his 
uniform. 

Alston saluted and stepped aside 
while Compton draped the wrap 
over Joy’s sweetly sloping shoulders. 

“How’ve you been?” he asked in 
a low voice. 

“Very well, thank you,” Joy re- 
plied, glad that her voice was under 
control. “And you?” she added po- 
litely. 


Alston went 
I guess you 


voice said 


“Never better.” 

And that was all. 

It was Alston’s turn to be silent 
and thoughtful when they rode back 
up the Drive. When they reached 
Joy’s house he stood on the front 
steps, cap in hand. She was con- 
scious of his eyes and nearness. She 
supposed this was the moment when 
he would try to kiss her good night. 
Instead, Alston merely thanked her 
for the evening and asked permis- 
sion to see her again on his next 
shore leave. 

For a long time after he had 
gone, Joy sat on the window seat, 
staring out at the winking pin points 
of fire that were telling their secret 
stories. 


The telephone beside her bed 
aroused her toward nine the follow- 
ing morning. She unhooked it, rub- 
bing sleep from her drowsy eyes. 
Compton’s voice on the wire was 
more awakening than a cold shower. 
Joy gripped the receiver more 
tightly. 

“Hope I didn’t wake you up,” 
Compton was saying. “I’ve only 
got a minute before I go back to 
the gun carrier. I just wanted to 
ask if I could stop in to-night.” 

Joy pressed an arm over her 
heart. 

“Sorry, I have a date.” 

“How about Friday?” 

“I'm dated,” she told him, “every 
night as long as the fleet’s here.” 

In the pause that followed, she 
heard his crisp, sardonic laugh. 

“Meaning,” he drawled, “that you 
don’t want to see me. Who is it 
this time—Alston? -I get you. 
Never mind! Forget that I ever 
telephoned. Good-by.” 

Toward the end of the week, Joy 
began to realize the worst thing 
that could possibly happen to her, 
was actually happening. Roger Al- 
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ston had awakened her interest, and 
she found herself thinking a great 
deal about him, In vain she tried 
to lapse back into the ironic, quiet 
Joy who was positively through with 
love and sailors. Futilely, she at- 
tempted to go back and visualize 


again the disappointment and sor- 


row that had come when the fleet 
had sailed that last time. But she 
couldn’t. A new, roseate haze 
dropped a curtain before the eyes 
of memory, shuttmg out the past 
and all the unhappiness it had 
brought. 

Then, one night when she and Al- 
ston sat on a grassy bank along the 
Drive, breathing in the fragrance of 
a sheltering lilac tree, his hand found 
hers in the gloom. His touch was 
hot and magnetic. His eyes were 
bright and his voice unsteady as he 
drew her a little toward him. 

“Joy! I hadn’t meant to tell you, 
but the night—you so close—— 
Joy! I’ve fallen in love with you!” 

She wanted to wrench her hands 
free, to cry out the impossibility of 
caring for him, but the night he 
spoke of held a potent magic—foot- 
steps in the dark, distant voices, 
the perfume of lilacs and the pageant 
on the river. She seemed in a trance, 
under some spell that made her limp 
and unresisting. When he cradled 
her in his arms, his breath touching 
her flushed face, before he kissed 
her passionately, she knew she had 
no strength to rebel and fight the 
inevitable. 

For a swooning space she clung to 
him. Finally, she pushed him away, 
sat up, and with a shaking hand 
brushed back her fluffy hair. 

“TI suppose this is an old story 
with you,” she said in choked tones. 

“Joy!” 

“Well, you have kissed other girls 
and told them you loved them?” 

“Never! I never loved anybody 


before. I never will again! Oh, 
Joy, darling, this isn’t an idle ro- 
mance that ends when the anchor’s 
up and I’m on my way! This is 
something beautiful and lasting! 
Don’t you see, I want to marry you, 
sweetheart?” 

“Marry me?” Joy spoke through 
stiff lips. 

“TI expect to be transferred to per- 
manent shore duty—in the marine 
bureau at the Battery. That means 
you wouldn’t have to be a sailor’s 
bride with a husband on the high 
seas. I'll be with you always—al- 
ways, Joy!” 

Again she melted into his arms, 
her lips tremulous under the pres- 
sure of his, while the night seemed 
to tiptoe closer, surrounding them 
with a curtain of fire and rapture. 

Until almost dawn Joy lay awake, 
going back over the past hours. 
She remembered every word he had 
said, every kiss. Finally, when she 
fell asleep, something had washed 
away the last of her doubts and 
fears. She believed Alston. He was 
different—no _philandering \ sailor- 
man, who made love with casual in- 
difference. He wanted her to marry 
him! Joy smiled happily in the 
dark. It was real love this time, not 
the fascination and infatuation that 
Ralph Compton had aroused in her. 
This was the true love of her 
dreams, the ardor and affection born 
of certainty. 


For three enchanted days they 
danced, went to the theater and 
dined together. Joy took Alston on 
pilgrimages around the city. They 
visited the Metropolitan Museum of 
Art, went down to Chinatown on a 
lantern-hung bus, investigated 
Greenwich Village, and rode across 
the gigantic span of the George 
Washington Bridge. 

That Tuesday, Alston prowled 
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Joy closed her eyes 
while they danced. 
She wanted to re- 
member this waltz. In 
weeks to come, she 
wanted to take it 
from the treasure 
chest of memory and 
relive it. She opened 
her eyes and looked 


up at Alston. 
“Happy?” he asked 
softly. 


around the living room. When Joy 
joined him, she saw that his hand- 
some young face was troubled. She 
slipped into his arms, offered her 
lips and laughed at him with her 
eyes. 

“Why so grave and gloomy, en- 
sign?” 
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Alston lighted a cigarette. 
“My last day ashore. We sail to- 
morrow for maneuvers off New Lon- 
don. I won’t see you again until 
my transfer goes through.” 

“Oh, Roger!” Joy cried, dismayed. 

She hadn’t thought that the 
happy interlude would ever end. 
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What he told her came as a tiny, 
climactic shock. It quenched the 
gladness in her heart, but only mo- 
mentarily. He wasn’t leaving her 
forever and ever. In a few weeks 
he’d be back agam—hers for all 
eternity! 

“Your last day?” Joy’s voice was 


co 


aT 
Al 


bravely cheerful. “We must make 
it a red-letter one, dearest. First, 
luncheon at that quaint little place 
at Inwood, then a long walk to- 
gether, and to-night the Anchorage. 
Doesn’t that sound intriguing?” 
Alston gathered her in his arms. 
“Darling, darling!” he whispered 
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huskily. “What am I going to do 
without you? I'll count every hour, 
every minute, and pray that the 
authorities at Washington will get 
my papers through without delay.” 

What a happy day! To Joy it 
was perfect in every detail—their 
luncheon, the walk through the 
woods on the grassy banks that 
sloped down to the shining river, 
then toward dusk, the lighted pile of 
the city with its roaring voice, 
crowds and confusion. A song of 
happiness sang above the note of 
sadness in Joy’s heart. 

Again they rode down the Drive 
on top of one of the green busses. 
The Hudson was crisscrossed with 
searchlights, studded with the crim- 
son glare of the cruisers stationed 
there. The last night! To-morrow 
the stream would be empty, de- 
serted. Joy sat with her hand in 
Alston’s. 

“You're sure those transfer papers 
are going through?” 

“Positive. Why?” 

Joy sighed. 

“Because, if there were any doubt, 
I—I don’t know what I'd do.” 

He leaned to brush a swift kiss 
on her glowing cheek. 

“IT wouldn’t have asked you to 
marry me otherwise, yet!” 

The Anchorage held a capacity 
throng. The management had deco- 
rated the place with flags and bunt- 
ing as their gesture to the fleet’s de- 
parture. The members of the band 
wore sailor suits and jaunty white 
gob caps. Everywhere was the flash 
of uniforms, girls with starry eyes 
clinging to officers’ arms, enlisted 
men with their sweethearts. The 
noise was great, but somehow it 
seemed to hold a note of spurious 
gayety. ‘ 

Joy closed her eyes while she 
danced with Alston. She wanted to 
remember this waltz. In weeks to 


come she wanted to take it. from 
the treasure chest of memory and 
relive it. She opened her eyes and 
looked up at him. 

“Happy?” he asked softly. 

“So happy,” Joy smiled back. 

It was close to midnight when 

they decided to leave. Alston led 
the way through the center aisle be- 
tween the tables, out to the foyer 
and halfway to the coat-room desk. 
There he stopped suddenly. A girl 
had gotten up from a lounge on one 
side of the room and had come 
swiftly toward him. 
_ She had jet-black hair, wide, flash- 
ing eyes, a mouth stiff with lipstick 
and a high, exotic complexion. 
There was something about her that 
arrested Joy’s attention—something 
tense and strained in her manner. 

“Roger!” 

Her voice was low, husky, but vi- 
brant. Alston wheeled around. Joy 
saw his brows go up. 

“IT beg your pardon. 
addressing 2 

The girl glided closer. One of her 
slender hands clutched his arm. 

“Roger, you must come back to 
me! I can’t stand it any longer! I 
know you don’t love me any more, 
but you can’t cast me aside! Roger 
please——” 

Joy felt as though the world had 
stopped. She looked from the girl’s 
dramatic face to Alston. His expres- 
sion was one of surprise and, Joy 
thought, dismay. A flood of color 
swept his embarrassed face. 

“T don’t understand.” He spoke 
sharply. , What's this all about? 


Were you 


o—— 

“Roger! Please, just let me see 
you for a few minutes! If I can 
only talk to you again,.make you 
realize what I’ve suffered!” 

“But I tell you oe 

Tears gathered in the girl’s black 
eyes. 
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“Roger!” she cried brokenly. “If 
you ever cared. is 

Joy could’ stand it no longer. 
Turning, she almost ran toward the 
entrance. Behind her, above the 
beat of the orchestra, she could hear 
the dark girl’s pleading voice, Alston 
calling after her to wait. She 
plunged out into the quiet side 
street and hurried toward Broad- 

‘way. There was an empty taxi at 

the corner. Without a backward 
glance Joy climbed into it, gave her 
destination in a choked, stricken 
voice and sank down on the worn 
upholstery. 

In the gloom of her bedroom, with 
the reflection of the searchlights 
making weird shadows on the walls, 
she told herself she deserved what 
had happened. She hadn’t learned 
her lesson. Ralph Compton had 
taught her nothing. She had had 
one experience and had gone back 
for more. She knew what navy men 
were, but she had thought that Al- 
ston was different. She had believed 
‘in him, trusted him with a supreme 
confidence, only to find his sincerity 
but a false veneer. 

Eventually, when the dawn was 
haggard at the window, Joy fell 
asleep, her hands tightly clenched, 
the pillow under her hot cheek 
sre with the tears that came at 

ast. 


When she awoke, she heard the 
bustle of departure on the river. 
Sirens were screaming. Far down 
the river, a twelve-gun salute sent 
its reverberating echoes rolling over 
the city. The shrill piping of 
whistles blended with the pound of 
engines. Joy jumped up and went 
to the window seat. The stately 
gray Dakota was moving past the 
foot of the street. 

There was a knock on the door, 
and Paula’s inquiry:. 


“Are you awake, Miss Joy?” 

“Yes, come in.” 

Paula entered. 

“There’s a young lady here to see 
you. She says it’s urgent. I asked 
her to wait, but she came up.” 

A girl pushed past Paula into the 
bedroom. It took Joy a perplexed 
minute to recognize her. Then 
abruptly, all last night’s disillusion- 
ment poured back into her broken 
heart. Her visitor was the girl who 
had charge of the coat-room desk at 
the Anchorage! 

“T’m sorry I barged in like this,” 
she began quickly, with a glance at 
Paula who discreetly shut the door 
and withdrew, “but I was afraid you 
wouldn’t see me. I’ve got to tell 
you this and there isn’t much time. 
The fleet’s leavin a 

Joy stared at the other’s excited 
face. “What is it?” she stammered. 

The girl leaned earnestly forward. 
“Listen, you’ve been framed. All 
that stuff last night—it wasn’t on 
the level! I know because I over- 
heard. A couple of days ago they 
were talking it over in the lounge. 
The girl’s name is Sonya Trent and 
she used to sing and dance at the 
Seventy Club. She’d do anything 
for a few dollars.” . 

_ Still Joy stared, uncomprehend- 
ing. 
*What—what do you mean?” 

“That the man—his name is 
Compton—got Sonya to put on the 
act. I heard him tell her he wanted 
to get even with you for something, 
and that Sonya was to make believe 
she was an old sweetheart of the 
boy you were with last night. You 
should have waited, because after 
you ran out, your friend made Sonya 
admit it was all a gag. I got your 
address out of the telephone book 
and I thought it was only righ ss 

But Joy had heard enough. She 
dressed with quick, shaking fingers, 
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In a daze, through which her heart’s 
broken pieces seemed to come to- 
gether again and form one whole, 
beating unit, she was conscious only 
of the need of haste. Afterward, she 
remembered thanking the girl of the 
coat-room desk, hurrying out into 
the sunny street and finding a taxi. 

“Ninety-sixth Street and _ the 
Drive!” she gasped. 

That was where the embarkation 
for the Connecticut was staged. 
With parted lips, Joy watched the 
Streets drop past. Now and again 
traffic lights stopped their steady 
progress. Then she sat on the edge 
of the seat, trying to determine 
whether or not his ship was the tur- 
reted cruiser that had broken its 
‘line and was steaming down the 
river. 

“Ninety-sixth Street, lady!” 

Joy paid and alighted hastily. 
Was she too late? Would she ever 
see him again? Was she going to 
let him go, thinking that it was all 
ended? She couldn’t let Roger sail 
without knowing that she knew, that 
nothing had changed, and that he 
must forgive her for doubting him. 

“Just a minute, miss. You can’t 
come through here.” 

A sailor barred her entrance to 
the wooden walk that led to the 
wharf below. Joy had a glimpse of 
two tenders there, of a group of 
officers climbing into them. 


“The Connecticut—has it sailed?” 
she heard herself ask. 

- “No, miss, but she’s going any 
minute.” 

“T’ve got to get a message aboard! 
I must!” 

“Sorry, there’s no chance now.” 

“Surely, there’s some one down 
there who’s going aboard, who'll 
take it!” 

“Joy!” ; 

She heard Alston’s wondering ex- 
clamation behind her. She swung 
around and, careless of those at the 
entrance, swept into his arms. 

“Roger! I’ve been a fool! I 
should have known 

He kissed her, holding her close 
for a fleeting instant. 

“Darling, you shouldn’t have 
known! At first it was so convinc- 
ing, I wasn’t quite sure whether I 
was awake or dreaming! I’ve got 
to hurry now, but I have good news. 
I’ve just learned that after the 
maneuvers the transfer becomes ef- 
fective. Two weeks, sweetheart— 
two little weeks! I tried to get you 
on the telephone, but Paula said you 
had rushed out.” 

A happy, teary Joy smiled up at 

m. 

“Rushed out,” she whispered, “to 
find you! To—to,” she added un- 
steadily, “kiss and remember, not 
kiss and forget!” 


Starting next week 


“PRIZE OF HOLLYWOOD” 


By EDNA ROBB WEBSTER 


The story of an ambitious girl 
and the most glamorous city in 
the world—Hollywood. 


Don't miss the first installment! 
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The World 


Of Dreams 


By Marie Calvane 


IV. 
HAVE so far discussed only the 


symbolical dream. However, 

not all dreams are symbolical. 
Occasionally we may have a dream 
which is a direct message, one in 
which no symbolical figure is em- 
ployed. The following is an example 
for the authenticity of which I can 
personally vouch. 

A little boy was desperately ill, 
wasting away of an obscure fever 


which would not lend itself to medi- 


cal treatment. The mother was 
frantic; only a year before she had 
buried a daughter who had passed 
away in the same manner. She had 
been watching at his bedside for 
hours. Finally, exhausted, she lay 
down on a couch which had been 
placed for her beside the baby’s bed. 

She had been asleep only a few 
minutes when an elderly lady, whom 
she did not recognize, appeared be- 
fore her in a dream. She shook her 
roughly by the shoulder, as though 
trying to wake her, and said sharply:. 
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“Don’t you know what to do? Give 
him some——” She named a vine 
which grew outside the cottage, and 
of whose medicinal value the mother 
was unaware. 

Startled, the mother awoke in- 
stantly and looked around, almost 
expecting to see the lady, the vision 
had been so vivid. Then, realizing 
that it had been a dream, she ran 
outside, broke off a piece of the herb 
and, pressing some of the juice into 
a spoon, gave it to the infant who 
was moaning and tossing around 
very restlessly without any pause. 

She realized it was 
a great risk. Suppose 
the child got worse in- 
stead of better? After 
all, it had only been a 
dream. But she felt 
that it had been a 
dream in answer to 
her anguished prayers 
and with her child’s 
life at stake, no risk 
was too great. 

Almost miraculously, as she 
watched, the moaning and tossing 
subsided. In less than a half hour 
the child had dropped off into a 
sound sleep. In a few days the fever 
left him and before a week passed he 
was well on his way to recovery. 

I could quote many such examples 
which have come to my attention, 
but this one will suffice to illustrate 
my point. After all, no mystery sur- 
rounds dreams such as these, we can 
all understand them and if we have 
the faith and the courage to follow 
their warning or advice, we might 
save ourselves many tears and much 
useless regret. 

It is the symbolical dream which 
many people at first find so con- 
fusing, with their varying accents 
and shades of meaning. For in- 
stance, to say simply that you dream 
of a dance is not sufficient. To 


dream that you are dancing indicates 
that you will be gay, but not alto- 
gether happy. If, however, you 
dream that you stand by, watching 
others dancing, it is a sign that you 
will suffer from envy. To dream 
that you are the dancer at an enter- 
tainment means that unhappy cir- 
cumstances will cause you to feign 
a happiness you do not feel. 

A dream of the dead is always por- 
tentous. They come as frequently 
with a direct message as they do in 
a symbolical dream. It is not the 
dream of the departed but rather 
the message they bring 
which is fraught with 
meaning for us. 

Diamonds symbolize 
money and success. If 
you dream that you 
find a large and beauti- 
ful diamond it indicates 
that you will meet a 
new and wealthy lover 
or enter upon a new 
business enterprise 
which should prove very lucrative. 
However, to lose a diamond is an 
evil omen. By your own careless- 
ness you will lose something that 
you value. It may be a friend, a 
lover, or a material possession. 

Ditches are symbols of degrada- 
tion. If you dream that you fall in 
a ditch it is a sign that your conduct 
will bring you into scandal and dis- 
grace. If you jump over a ditch, you 
will escape the dishonor which 
threatened your happiness. 

Dreams of the dead seem to in- 
trigue us most, perhaps because 
every one has at some time had the 
experience of seeing a departed one 
appear to them in their dreams. 
They may come in a direct. message, 
utter a few words and then disap- 
pear, or again they may come in a 
long, symbolical dream which taxes 
all our learning and intuition to un- 
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ravel. At other times they may be 
ro more than a fleeting vision, a 
word or a touch, a token of love and 
reassurance and they are gone once 
more, and all our tears and conjuring 
cannot bring them back until such 
time as they again choose to appear. 


A mother died leaving three small 
children and a grown daughter of 
eighteen. The daughter stayed 
home, taking care of the small 
children and her father. There 
wasn’t very much money, but by 
careful economizing they managed 
to live comfortably, if 
frugally. 

Sally went out very 
little, although she 
‘was frequently invited 
out by her friends. 
There was no money 
for finery or party 
dresses and Sally was 
sensitive. 

Her mother had, 
somehow, managed to 
eke out a few dollars when an im- 
portant occasion demanded a new 
dress or one of its many accessories, 
but Sally had no experience in that 
higher and more intricate form of 
finance. She only knew that when 
there was no money—there was no 
money. 

And just at about the time when 
things were at the lowest ebb Ann’s 
mother sent out invitations for what 
was going to be a big and important 
party. They were going to announce 
Ann’s engagement, and Ann was 
Sally’s best friend. Sally did want 
to go. She wanted to go badly, but 
she’d just come out of mourning a 
few months before. Even her best 
dress was terribly outmoded and 
there was no money for a new one. 
Every one would know why she 
hadn’t attended Ann’s engagement 
dance. 

LS-—7C 


At this crucial time in her life Sally 
dreamed of her mother, for the first 
time since she had died. 

“Why don’t you take the money 
out of the blue vase and use it to 
buy a dress?” she asked. “It will 
make you very happy.” 

Before Sally had a chance to ask 
a question or say a word the vision 
disappeared. 

The next day, without saying a 
word to any one about it, Sally 
searched high and low for a blue 
vase. She felt rather sheepish about 
it. It seemed so silly, giving credence 
to a dream. But there 
was no blue vase to be 
found and finally Sally 
gave up the search, dis- 
missing the dream as 
just ‘‘one of those 
things.” 

However, she could 
not get it out of her 
mind, and that evening 
she asked her father, 
“Dad, did we ever own 
a blue vase? I seem to have a 
recollection of seeing one around,” 
she lied glibly, a guilty feeling steal- 
ing over her. 

“Yeah, we did have one, once. 
Your ma got it for a wedding pres- 
ent, I think. It may still be some 
place in the attic, or maybe she’s 
thrown it away. Why?” 

“Oh, nothing,” Sally dismissed the 
subject with feigned lightness, but 
her pulses were racing. “I just 
thought a blue vase would look nice 
in that corner, with some yellow 
corn-flowers in it.” 

But Sally’s father was buried be- 
hind his paper once more and 
evinced no interest in nook or vase. 

In a few minutes Sally walked un- 
obstrusively out of the room and 
then, racing up the attic stairs, began 
hurriedly rummaging around. In 
a corner among an assorted collec- 
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tion of odds and ends she found the 
vase that had once been a wedding 
gift. And in it she found over fifty 
dollars in small bills, which her 
mother had apparently saved out of 
her small income and had kept for 
just such emergencies as this. 

Sally went to the party. And the 
strangest part of it all, Sally told me, 
was that that party was the turning 
point in her life, for it was there she 
met for the first time the man whom 
she subsequently married. 


Sometimes dreams are not such 
tangible things; they are like a 
melody wafted on the air, the song 
of a bird, the fragrance of a rose. 
They pass and all we have left is a 
memory, but a memory that keeps 
vibrating through our thoughts for 
a long time, sweet and unforgettable. 

Lucille’s was such a dream. She 
had found happiness in the love of 
a man who was considerably older 
than she in years, but not in life. 
Theirs was the perfect love which 
needs no vows, no protestations of 
affection to plead its case. A sub- 
lime faith in their love and in each 
other bound them both. 

And then, suddenly, he passed on. 

A void was left in Lucille’s life 


which nothing was able to fill. She 
tried to lose herself in her work but 
to no avail. She began to search for 
flaws in their love in an effort to 
assuage her grief. 

“He was so much older than I. 
Perhaps we might have not been 
happy anyway,” she told herself, 
hoping in that way to minimize her 
loss. 

And then one night she dreamed 
of him. Almost as if conjured by 
her thoughts, he came to her. And 
she told to him the very same words 
with which she had tried to gain 
forgetfulness: 

“Why, I’m almost young enough 
to be your daughter!” she pro- 
tested. 

He smiled tenderly, understand- 
ingly. “But I don’t want you for a 
daughter.” 

“And I don’t want to be your 
daughter!” she cried honestly, drop- 
ping the pretense. That was all. 

A dream like this has no beginning 
and no end. It is like a chord out 
of a mighty symphony, vibrating 
with life and feeling. A thought sent 
to comfort and reassure one whose 
faith in the power of love to tran- 
scend time, space and even life itself 
had begun to waver. 


Next week Marie Calvane continues her interpretation of dreams. 


SF 


DESERTED 
MY heart is a deserted house 
Lost somewhere on a shabby street, 
And sad-eyed ghosts glide in and out 
On slow, reproachful feet. 


It stands with patient doors flung wide 
That cheer and comfort proved. 

But, oh, it has not been the same 
Since the last tenant moved! 
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Bride By Request 


By Rosetta Welch Volpa 


HATE this!” Shirley snapped, as 
Tommy brought the expensive 
roadster to a stop. Her eyes 
traveled resentfully from the shacks 
built along the side of the hill, that 
housed the workmen’s families, to 
the great mass of machinery down 
the slope at the bridge site. 
Yet, if Shirley had stopped for 
one moment and thought, she’d have 
realized that she had no right to be 


angry, for if it hadn’t been for Tom- 
my’s grandmother, Shirley would 
probably have remained in that or- 
phanage. No doubt she’d have been 
tall, too slender and awkward, with 
straight black hair, instead of being 
the smart woman that she now was. 
Her hair, inky-black and soft as 
silk, rippled into waves over her head 
and broke into a wealth of tiny ring- 
lets on her creamy neck. 
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Shirley was five when Mrs. Cur- 
tis had adopted her as a playmate 
for the seven-year-old Tommy— 
Tommy, who had become Mrs. Cur- 
tis’s ward when his parents had been 
killed in an accident. 

She was nineteen now and Tommy 
twenty-one. Only twice in all those 
years had her foster mother asked 
a favor of her. The first time was 
when Shirley wanted to marry Oli- 
ver Pittman. Mrs. Curtis had 
begged her not to. The second time 
occurred an hour before she died, 
when she asked Shirley to marry her 
grandson, Tommy, who had for- 
saken the life of a wealthy playboy 
for the hard life of an engineer. Un- 
able to refuse, Shirley had married 
him, an exquisite bride in Mrs. Cur- 
tis’s lovely old wedding gown. 

Tommy spoke tenderly. “I’m 
truly sorry, Shirley, you feel that 
way about all this, but it’s my first 
real job and I must be here.” He 
climbed from the car and opened 
the rumble seat to get out the bags. 

“Tf Oliver hadn’t disappeared so 
suddenly I’d have married him, and 
then you wouldn’t have had to be 
responsible for me and I wouldn’t 
have had to come here!” she flared. 

It was too dark for Shirley to see 
Tommy wince under the lash of her 
tongue. He let the rumble seat slide 
back into place without speaking. 

Angrily, Shirley jumped out of the 
car, turning her ankle, and would 
have fallen if Tommy’s strong arms 
had not caught her. She leaned 
against his broad shoulder for a sec- 
ond. Then, before she realized it, 
Tommy’s lips were on hers. 

She wrenched herself free, fire 
blazing in her blue-black eyes. 
“Don’t you ever do that again!” she 
stormed. “It’s bad enough to have 
married you. You can’t ever mean 
anything to me, Thomas Curtis!” 
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“Forgive me,” he said gently. 
“T’ll try to remember!” 

But as Shirley followed Tommy 
up the path to the cabin, she was 
forced to admit to herself that his 
kiss had set her blood racing. 

A moment later they were inside 
the cabin. Tommy struck a match 
and held it to the white mantle of 
the gas lamp which hung from the 
low ceiling. The bright light re- 
vealed a leather couch against one 
side of the rough board wall, plain 
wooden chairs around the bare table 
in the center of the room. Over in 
the corner was another table which 
appeared. to be Tommy’s desk. 
There were no curtains. Through 
an open door Shirley caught a 
glimpse of a crude kitchen—heavy 
dishes on the board shelves. 

“Tommy!” she gasped in horror, 
her coral-tipped nails clutching the 
purse in her hand. “How could you 
bring me to a place like this?” 

She stared up at him. Sandy hair 
curled stubbornly over his fine fore- 
head, and his broad shoulders seemed 
to fill the shabby room. There was 
an intangible allure about this man, 
she thought involuntarily. Perhaps 
it was the way he looked down at 
her or the deep tan of his skin, or 
was it Tommy himself that suddenly 
made Shirley ashamed of the things 
she had said? 

She watched him carry her ex- 
pensive bags through the door that 
creaked. Returning a moment later, 
he said quietly: “This will be your 
room, Shirley. Ill bunk over there 
on the couch.” He brushed past her 
and walked into the kitchen. 

Shirley hurried into the bedroom. 
As she drew off her green peaked 
hat, a tear that had clung to the 
long dark lashes fell unheeded onto 
her green gabardine suit. She 
dropped down on the quilt-covered 
bed, tossing her gloves and purse be- 
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side her hat on the old-fashioned 
dresser. 

For the first time in her life, Shir- 
ley wished she were five years old 
again and back in the orphanage, 
that Mrs. Curtis had never picked 
her out to adopt. 

Shirley heard dishes rattle from 
the kitchen, then Tommy’s kind 
voice: 

“Come on, Shirley. Have a bite 
to eat. It’ll make you feel better. 
You must be hungry after that long 
trip.” 

Shirley declared that she wasn’t 
hungry and that she didn’t wish to 
talk, but the aroma of coffee and the 
clicking of Tommy’s knife and fork 
aroused a poignant appetite. 

Swallowing her pride, she rose, 
pulled her double-breasted suit into 
place, and without looking at 
Tommy, crossed the room and sank 
into a chair opposite him. 

Gratefully, she attacked the de- 
licious steak and sipped hot black 
coffee from a clumsy, thick cup. 
Presently, she said: 

“T don’t know what mother was 
thinking of, to make us marry each 
other when we've grown up to- 
gether.” 

“Your security,” Tommy replied 
gravely. 

“But I could just as well have 
married Oliver Pittman. He has 
money. Oh, I know you thought the 
same as mother. She always said, 
‘Too much money, liquor and idle 
hours, mixed, is the devil’s work- 
shop,’ but he was always so—so re- 
liable.” 

“T know. I feel yet that grand- 
mother scarcely realized what she 
was asking of us in her dying hour. 
JT think she wanted to see you mar- 
ried in her wedding gown. It was 
lovely, Shirley, and you were beau- 
tiful. Oh, well,’ Tommy sighed, 
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“she wouldn’t want you to stay mar- 
ried and be unhappy, so what do 
you want to do?” 

Tommy watched intently the girl 
whom he had adored from childhood, 
whom he had shielded throughout 
school days and on into college. He 
had seen to it that she didn’t drink 
too many cocktails or go on moon- 
light rides, though she despised him 
for it. For her sake, he had even 
helped Oliver out of a swindling 
mess before it was publicly known 
that the Pittmans had lost their 
money. Despite his acute dislike for 
Oliver, Tommy had given him a job, 
sending him to a construction camp 
a month before. He had hoped that 
Shirley had forgotten him, but now 
he wasn’t so sure. 

“T don’t know what I want to do 
about it,” Shirley told him brokenly, 
feeling Tommy’s searching gaze upon 
her. Tommy hadn’t wanted to 
marry her any more than she had 
him, she recalled. He had inferred 
as much. How could they go 
through life pretending? Yet Shir- 
ley knew they must—knew she had 
to appear as happy as a bride should, 
for Tommy’s sake, in the presence 
of his coworkers. 

Suddenly the tears, which she had 
held in check for the past three days, 
came like a flood. She pushed her 
chair back and stumbled to the 
eoudt, Tommy was quickly beside 

er. 

“All this has been rough on you, 
Shirley,” he was saying tenderly. 
“But Ill be good to you as long as 
you care to stay. When you want 
to leave, I'll arrange it.” He sat 
down and put his arm around her. 
He wiped her eyes with his handker- 
chief, just as he had done a thou- 
sand times in the past. 

But never before had Shirley ex- 
perienced this peculiar feeling 
around her heart. A strange quiet 
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followed. Then, awkwardly, Tommy 
rose and returned to the kitchen, 


“Shirley, you’re a real 
sport,’ Tommy ex- 
claimed. “You don’t 
have to cook, you 
know.” He glanced 
around the room. 
“And you’ve scrubbed 
everything!” Shirley 
herself wondered why 
she was doing all this 
for a man she did not 
love. 
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realizing fully what it meant to Shir- 
ley to be cut off from her social 
friends. He had never 
enjoyed the life of a 
playboy, fired with an 
ambition to be a suc- 
cessful engineer. He 
had overcome many 
hardships and _loneli- 
ness, interesting him- 
self in his work, and 
was able to stand it. 
But Shirley had noth- 
ing to do but think 
and dream. 

Finally, Shirley had 
gained control of her- 
self and glanced up to 
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see Tommy expertly 
washing the dishes. A 
thrill shot through her. 
The kitchen looked 
too small for his 
broad shoulders. Shirley’s heart 
swelled with pride in spite of herself, 
to have a man as fine as Tommy 
sacrificing his happiness for her. 
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The next evening Tommy came 
home from work early, and went di- 
rectly to the kitchen, where he heard 
the clatter of dishes. He stopped on 
the threshold and gazed at Shirley 
in astonishment. 

Her lovely hands were slicing to- 
matoes for salad, her soft black hair 
brushed off her face and fastened 
back, revealing two tiny shell-like 
ears. She was just as beautiful in 
her green-checkered gingham and 
green frilly apron as she ever was 
in her laces and satins. 

“Shirley, you’re a real sport! You 
don’t have to cook, you know.” He 
glanced around the cabin. “And 
you've scrubbed everything! I hate 
now, more than ever, to ask a favor 
of you, but there seems no other 
way.” He paused. 

“What is it, Tommy?” 

“Well, the men insist on celebrat- 
ing our wedding. Their wives have 
made cake and ice cream and want 
to wish us happiness in their own 
simple way. They’re expecting us 
to-night at the schoolhouse lunch 
room.” He was looking intently at 
the toe of his boot. 

“Of course we'll go. Just because 
we've been brought up on cocktail 
parties is no reason why we should 
snub their hospitality. Mother 
didn’t teach us to be snobbish, 
Tommy.” 

“Shirley” —huskily—“thanks!” 

Not looking up, Shirley went on 
with the final preparations of the 
meal, feeling Tommy’s eyes upon 
her. Her hands were unsteady. 
After a long minute he walked away. 

They arrived at the lunch room 
at eight o’clock sharp, Tommy more 
handsome than ever in evening 
clothes, and Shirley in a simple white 
gown trimmed with a bright-red 
scarf that looped at her lovely white 
throat and fell back over her shoul- 
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ders, floating to the floor. They were 
greeted with cheers of congratula- 
tions from the crowd as they entered 
the well-filled room, which was deco- 
rated with wild flowers. 

Instantly, they were swept up 
onto a low platform where every one 
offered more congratulations and 
rained rice upon them good-na- 
turedly. 

Some one called out: “Let’s see 
you kiss the bride, Tom.” And oth- 
ers took up the words until it be- 
came a deafening chorus. Tommy 
slipped his arm around Shirley. 
Their lips met. A shiver of ecstasy 
shot through her, draining the color 
from her cheeks and the strength 
from her body. Her heart hammered 
wildly, uncontrollably, beneath the 
fire of his kiss. Surely this couldn’t 
be Tommy—Tommy whom she re- 
garded as a brother! 

Tommy’s hands were trembling as 
they drew apart. “Thanks for being 
so loyal,” he whispered softly. 

So she was being loyal! His kiss 
was loyal! The crowded room swam 
before her blue-black eyes. Some- 
thing tugged at her heart. Her 
cheeks flamed red, then white as his 
words struck her. 

At that same moment she saw 
Oliver Pittman! There could be no 
mistaking that dark, slick head, 
those small dark eyes set a little too 
close together, or the man-about- 
town way he walked and swung his 
shoulders. He was elbowing his way 
through the crowd of dancers to her. 
Her legs felt weak, as if they would 
not hold her up. Oliver, of all peo- 
ple! She stared at him, hardly able 
to believe her eyes, until he spoke. 

“T’m real, Shirley. Don’t look at 
me like that. I’m working down at 
the bridge, you know, and fly Tom- 
my’s plane to Los Angeles for food 
and machinery supplies, or didn’t 
you know?” 
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audible. So Tommy was holding 


out on her! Why hadn’t he told her 
Oliver was here? 

Then she was in Oliver’s arms, 
dancing. “Shirley, with you here, 
this place won’t be so unendurable.” 
His eyes burned into hers and she 
swayed toward him. “You're rav- 
ishingly lovely as ever, darling. Tell 
me, how long are you going to stay?” 

“Until Tommy’s work is finished. 
You see, I married Tommy four 
days ago.” 

“What?” Oliver’s mouth dropped 
open in astonishment. 

Shirley told him of her foster 
mother’s last request. When she fin- 
ished, Oliver laughed and drew her 
closer to him. “So you’re married 
to Tommy! That’s rich!” His dark 
eyes gleamed strangely. Then he led 
her out of the door, across the school 
grounds. 

“We're soaring into the wide open 
spaces, darling,” Oliver explained as 
he met her questioning look. 

Shirley knitted her brows. She 
wanted to refuse, tell him she 
couldn’t go off like this. Why, she 
hadn’t even danced. with Tommy, 
wasn’t acting like a bride. 

_ But what was the difference?—she 
asked herself. If it weren’t for her 
foster mother, she’d have married 
Oliver! 

They reached a long, low roadster 
and Oliver lifted her in. 

“Oliver,” Shirley protested, sitting 
up straight, “this is Tommy’s car. 
You can’t use it. He never allows 
any one to drive his car.” 

“That’s just too bad, sweetheart. 
This is one time he doesn’t have 
much to say about it. Anyway, he 
wouldn’t refuse his wife the car,” 
Oliver said mockingly, as he pressed 
the starter. Swiftly, he slid the car 
-mto gear and swung out of the 
school yard. 
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As they rode'over the rough road 
a strange feeling of recklessness took 
possession of her. Why shouldn’t 
she go for this ride? Tommy 
wouldn’t care, and what if he did? 
It wasn’t as if they loved each other. 
Yet the memory of his burning kiss 
suddenly seared her mind. She 
touched her lips caressingly with cold 
fingers, and wished that Tommy 
were some sort of .brute instead of 
always being so kind. 

She had taken on the cooking and 
the cleaning of the shack, for what? 
Surely not for Tommy! But now 
was her chance to go out with Oli- 
ver again and snatch a little hap- 
piness. 

Shirley clung to his arm as they 
left the car and walked toward the 
plane. 

They flew into the starlit heavens. 
The wind cooled Shirley’s burning 
cheeks. Even while she relived her 
former life with Oliver in one swift 
hour, she was conscious of Tommy’s 
face before her. 

Back to earth they swooped. Ol- 
ver cut off the motor as he brought 
the plane to a stop and climbed out. 
He held his arms up to help Shir- 
ley from the plane. 

she whis- 


“Tt—it was heavenly,” 
pered. “I can’t begin to thank you.” 

“Don’t. We're going to have 
many more rides together.” 

They walked back to the car, Oli- 
ver’s arm around her. At the car 
she was seized roughly into his arms, 
his lips pressed hungrily against hers. 

“Shirley, you belong to me. I love 


‘you. No, don’t try to stop me. I 


can see by the look in your lovely 
eyes that you feel the same about 
me. Promise to come out here to- 
morrow evening. We'll sail high into 
the heavens again.” 

Unable to resist him, Shirley 
promised, and they went back to 


~ the schoolhouse. 
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Something tugged at Shirley’s 
heart as she met Tommy’s worried 
eyes. She forced a smile to her lips 
as he took her into his arms to dance. 
For some unaccountable reason, her 
heart was heavy. She was aware 
that Tommy saw the change in her, 
yet he said nothing, only held her 
close. She had a mad desire to cry 
on his shoulder. If she didn’t hate 
him so, she would 
believe that she 
was falling in love 
with him. But 
that was impos- 
sible! 


Shirley finished 
the dishes the 
next evening and 
stepped into the 
large living room. 
Tommy was there, 
absorbed in papers 
at his desk. His 
shoulders seemed 
to droop as if un- 
der a strain. She glanced at her 
watch. The hands pointed at the 
exact time she had promised Oliver 
to meet him. 

“I’m going for a walk, Tommy,” 
Shirley said, a little catch in her 
voice. 

“A walk will do you good, my 
dear,” he replied. “Later, perhaps, 
we can have a talk.” The look in 
his eyes made Shirley’s pulse quicken 
and she hurried out of the cabin. 

The night was dark and velvety, 
sweet with the perfume of the pines. 
The quarter moon gazed down from 
the star-spangled sky, and Shirley 
shivered, drew her coat around her 
slim form. 

As she climbed the mountainside 
she visioned Tommy as he sat 
slumped at his desk, his unruly hair 
falling over his forehead. There were 
lines around his mouth, and his gray 
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eyes looked worried. This marriage, 
no doubt, was proving too much for 
him. 

Shirley reached the clearing. A 
second later, Oliver emerged from its 
shadows and came forward. 

“Shirley,” he breathed as he met 
her, “I knew you’d come! Oh, I love 
you, my precious! Come away with 
me, darling!” He caught her in his 
waiting arms. 

“Oliver! Do 
you know what 
you are say- 
ing?’’ gasped 
Shirley. 

“Of course, I 
know. I want 
only you, my 
sweet!” 

*“*You are 
mad, Oliver!” 

“Probably. 
But if I am, 
you are to 
blame. You 
captured my 
heart ages ago—during your début, 
if you'll remember.” 

Shirley did remember. She re- 
membered how she had pleaded with 
her foster mother to let her marry 
Oliver, but the older woman had 
stanchly refused. But now, Shirley 
argued, there were no reasons why 
she could not accept Oliver’s offer. 
Tommy had said he’d release her of 
her marriage vows whenever she 
wished. 

Her silence seemed to madden 
him. He caught her close to his 
pounding heart. Then, for some un- 
known reason, Shirley pushed him 
away, her heart leaping in a throb 
to her throat. 

“Shirley,” he whispered, “meet me 
here to-morrow morning at nine. 
We'll go off together, anywhere you 
sa 


With a sudden frightened feeling, 
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Shirley turned without answering 
and ran like a wild animal down the 
mountain. Not until she was in 
sight of the cabin did she slacken 
her pace. 

Shirley quietly opened the door. 
Tommy was no longer at his desk 
but at the table in the center of 
the room, his head in his hands, his 
‘ fingers in his sandy hair. 

Shirley’s heart leaped within her. 
She hurried over to him. 

“What is it, Tommy?” 

He glanced up, startled. She was 
lovely, her black hair blown about 
her creamy, flushed face, dark eyes 
sparkling. 

“Shirley,” he said gravely, “the 
way things are going down at the 
bridge it won’t be finished on sched- 
ule—machinery always breaking. I 
can’t understand it. I bought all 
new machinery with the money 
grandmother gave me to start in 
business. You know what this will 
do to me, if it isn’t finished? It'll’ 
ruin me, and my first job alone, too! 
Tl have to pay a penalty and be- 
sides—— Oh, why am I telling you 
all this?” 

“Tommy——” 
in her throat. 

He rose, caught her hands in his. 
“You’ve been sweet, brave and 
loyal. I know how you must hate 
me, this marriage! But grandmother 
would be proud of you. Oh, Shir- 
ley!” 

The next instant she was im his 
arms, his head buried in the sweet 
fragrance of her hair. Her fingers 
ran through his sandy hair uncon- 
sciously. She kissed his temple, clos- 
ing her eyes. 
ran through her. \ 

Their lips met and Shirley shiv- 
ered with glorious ecstasy. She felt 
herself sweeping to heights of happi- 
ness. 


Her voice caught 


A fantastic happiness _ 


Then she was angry at her- © 
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self for thrilling like this. She didn’t 
love him, she reminded herself. Yet 
she felt her heart throbbing madly. 
Looking up into Tommy’s gray eyes, 
she saw a warm, shining light there. 
It made a lump come to her throat. 
She turned and ran quickly into the 
bedroom. 

It seemed hours that Shirley 
tossed, trying to fall asleep. Finally, 
she rose and dressed. Placing a 
chair by her window, she climbed 


- out. A chill passed over her as she 


started down the path, and she 
pulled her coat around her. She 
didn’t seem to- notice or care where 
the path was leading until she was 
startled by a noise. Her hand flew 
to her throat to stifle a scream. She 
glanced around quickly, fear shoot- 
ing through her. She shouldn’t have 
come out into the night alone! 

Suddenly, she saw the tiniest ray 
of light. It was on a piece of ma- 
chinery down at the bridge. Her 
pulses hammering wildly, Shirley 
walked on cautiously, staring at the 
light. There was something strange 
about it! Soon she was close enough 
to distinguish the figure of a man. 
She no longer thought of herself or 
of her confused feelings toward 
Tommy. The man stooped before 
the flashlight, and Shirley saw his 
face. Oliver Pittman! 

Panic seized her. What was he 
doing here? Then, instantly, every- 


_ thing became clear. Oliver was the 


cause of Tommy’s machinery always 
breaking! 

Shirley crouched down beside a 
bush as Oliver turned off the light 
and slowly made his way up the hill 
toward his cabin. 

When he was completely swal- 
lowed up by the darkness, Shirley 
fled on winged feet to the haven of 
her bedroom. In the morning she 
would tell Tommy. 

In the morning, when Shirley 
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“Let go of me!” Shirley cried desperately, pounding 
The next instant Pat 
crashed into Oliver. He released Shirley and dropped 


at Oliver with her small fists. 


to the door. 


awoke, she was instantly seized with 
a sense of fear. Climbing out of bed, 
she dressed hurriedly. A moment 
later she knew why. The sun was 
already over the hilltops and Tommy 
was gone! She had overslept! 

She ran across the room to the 
door. She would go out and find 
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Tommy, warn him of 
Oliver’s tampering. Her 
hand on the doorknob, 
she stopped. Some one 
was knocking from the 
outside. She swung the 
door wide.’ Oliver Pitt- 
man stood there! 

*Oliver!’’ Shirley 
gasped, clenching the 
doorknob. 

“Shirley, you aren’t 
going to disappoint me? 
I’ve waited a half hour 
for you. You’re com- 
ing with me, darling.” His voice 
was pleading softly, but his eyes 
glinted hotly. He stepped toward 
He and reached his arms out for 

er. 

“Don’t you dare touch me. I de- 
spise you!” She backed into the 
room. “You've no business to come 
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here. What will people say who saw 
you?” 

“T don’t care! I’ve come for you 
and I’m taking you with me!” he 
said fiercely. 

“Oliver, get out of here before I 
smash something over your head. 
I’m not going with you. That’s 
final! I never want to see you 
again! Ilove Tommy!” The words 
slipped from her lips of their own 
accord. She was surprised for a sec- 
ond, then realized in a blinding flash 
that she did love Tommy. She must 
have loved him always. 

Shirley was conscious of Oliver’s 
dark eyes upon her, fire flashing dan- 
gerously from them. 

“T shall stop at nothing to get my 
own way now!” His voice was thick 
and unpleasant with anger. “Tommy 
and I went to engineering school to- 
gether. I failed; he didn’t. Every- 
thing I’ve wanted to do and couldn’t, 
Tommy has done! I swore I'd ruin 
him even when he pulled me out of 
a scrape a month ago and brought 
me down here. To-day a cable will 
break, but you and I will be high up 
in the clouds when it happens.” 

Eyes blazing, Oliver took a stride 
nearer Shirley. She shrank back, 
but he caught her roughly to him. 

“Let go of me!” Shirley cried des- 
perately, pounding him with her 
small fists, but she was no match for 
him. 

A voice shouted from the door- 
way: “Leave that girl alone, you 
dirty. 29 

In the next instant Pat Murphy, 
one of the workmen, stepped over 
to them. Shirley heard the blow, so 
close to her ear that it sounded like 
the blast of a cannon, as Pat’s fist 
landed on Oliver’s jaw. Oliver re- 
leased Shirley and dropped to the 
floor. 

“Tom’s been hurt down at the 
bridge, Mrs. Curtis,” Pat said. 
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“Tommy’s hurt?” Shirley cried, 
and ran wildly out of the cabin, 
down the slope to the bridge con- 
struction. Frantically, she pushed 
her way through the crowd that had 
gathesed about Tommy. 

“Tommy!” The cry was wrung 
from her heart. There was a deep 
gash just below his temple, right 
where she had kissed him the night 
before. 

“Carry him to the cabin!” she or- 
dered. “Carefully!” 

She ran ahead of the men carry- 
ing Tommy. She breathed: “Please, 
God, don’t let him die just when I’ve 
found I love him! Save him for 
me!” With the back of her hand, 
she wiped away the tears that 
blinded her. 

Inside the cabin, she filled a basin 
with water and snatched up towels 
from the open board shelf. She 
raced to the bedroom and flung back 
the covers of her bed for the men 
to place Tommy there. 

It was several hours later, long 
after the doctor had gone, that Shir- 
ley heard a light rap on the door. 
She went quietly to answer it. 

It was Pat Murphy. 

“Mrs. Curtis, the doc just told us 
Tom would live, so I thought ye’d 
like to know the fellas took that 
sneakin’ Pittman over to the sheriff. 
I couldn’t help overhearin’ him 
tellin’ ye the cable was goin’ to break 
so I'll be right glad to be a witness 
in case Tom takes it to court.” 

“Oh, thank you, Pat. You're a 
peach!” Shirley exclaimed with grati- 
tude and relief. 


The next two days were like a 
nightmare. Tommy’s eyes remained 
closed, the pallor of his face fright- 
ening, even though the doctor had 
said he would recover. Shirley 
stayed at his side night and day. 
The workmen’s wives came and 
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helped, making broth that Shirley 
forced through Tommy’s lips. 

And then, at last, he opened his 
eyes. 

The moon, tike a mellow light, was 
shining through the window. Shir- 
ley held Tommy’s hands in hers as 
he whispered: “Shirley!” 

“Tommy darling!” she cried with 
relief, and bent over him. 

“Why did it break?” his weak 
voice asked. 

“Tt didn’t. That is, the cable had 
been cut. But don’t worry about 
that now, dear. The source of all 
your trouble has been taken care of.” 
Tears choked her. 

“Oh, Tommy,” she cried, “I want 
you to know that I love you. I 
couldn’t have stood it if—if you 
didn’t get better. I knew it from 
the moment you kissed me that 
night.” 

“Shirley—Shirley!” His voice was 
husky, stronger now. 


109 


In the moonlight, she saw a smile 
come into his pale face. His arms 
reached up to her. Shirley went into 
them. 

“Oh, my sweet,” he whispered, 
“T’ve been tearing my heart out over 
you—loving you, knowing you hated 
me and knowing it was Oliver.” 

Shirley, her cheek against Tom- 
my’s, whispered softly: “I’ve loved 
you ever since mother brought me 
to you from the orphanage.” 

“My dear little orphan bride,” 
Tommy whispered weakly. 

“It’s a funny sort of love, isn’t it, 
Tommy?” The happy tears dropped 
from the long black lashes and 
splashed on the bed quilt. . 

“It may be a funny sort of love, 
Shirley darling, but it’s the kind that 
will go on forever and ever.’ 

He kissed her then, and all Shir- 
ley’s heartache, weariness and uncer- 
tainty fled, leaving a breathless ec- 
stasy in their place. 


SUDDEN STORM 
A HONEY-COLORED gown, 
A throat gardenia-fair, 
The firelight’s jealous flames 
Burnishing her hair. 


Eyes as velvet brown 
As a pansy leaf. 

How could a lovers’ quarrel 
Be so swift, so brief! 


Hot words—then, a sigh 
Like a shy refrain. 

A honey-colored gown 
Crushed in my arms again! 


HeEten Bayury Davis 
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Lady of the Evening 


By Bob Emahiser 
A SERIAL—Part Ill. 


CHAPTER V. 


OOKING at it calmly the next 
day, Sabina saw how utterly 
impossible it was—marriage to 

Don Furman. Don had always been 
the true, good friend. She had a 
suspicion that friendship alone had 
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motivated Don when he proposed 
marriage. 

“He doesn’t really love me,” she 
told herself. ‘“We’ve been too good 
friends for that. He pitied me. And 
T think he’d do anything for me, even 
marry me.” 

She laughed at the thought of it, 
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then shook her head. It was no go. 
There was no use denying her love 
for Al Winters. And so long as she 
loved him there was no use consider- 
ing marriage to any one else. 

And so life went on. Sabina’s 
father was prone to regard the mat- 
ter as a simple lovers’ quarrel which 
would iron itself out in time. So he 
told Sabina. But alone with his own 
thoughts he worried. He wondered 
if his meeting and conversation with 
Anne Dunbar had in any way actu- 
ated her sudden interest in Al. He 
had her promise of silence regarding 
their mutual secret, but further than 
that 

He liked Al. He was sorry to see 
the affair turn out so unfortunately. 

Mrs. Wright was not so lenient. 
She was bitter in her denunciation of 
Al and instructed the servants that 
should he call, Sabina was not at 
home. She turned away from the 
social life that made so many de- 
mands upon her and devoted herself 
to Sabina. And once she suggested: 

“Darling, why not take a trip? 
Get away from everything for a 
while. I’m sure your father would 
agree to—say Honolulu for a few 
weeks.” 

But Sabina shook her 
“Thanks, mother. 
that bad. And Don is being grand 
to me.” 

And Don was. He took her on 
many trips, to luncheons, to dinners. 
But he was busy, too. He had a 
huge, growing law practice. He had, 
too, although he never intimated it 
to Sabina, a gradually developing in- 
terest in another woman—Anne 
Dunbar. 

Despite his loyalty to Sabina, he 
found his thoughts wandering more 
and more toward the singer. He 
found time to listen to her on the 
radio and on three different nights in 
one week, he had gone to the Bagdad 


head. 


It’s really not 
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to watch her dance and to hear her 
sing. 

Each time he went. there he 
watched for Al, but never saw him. 
In fact, Al had vanished from his 
old haunts. Then one afternoon 
Anne, alone in her apartment, re- 
ceived a phone call from him. 

- “Can I see you a few moments?” 
he asked. 

She hesitated. Then: “Sure, Al; 
come on up.” 

He found her _ surprisingly 
changed. She was wearing a black 
negligee and had been looking over 
some new songs. 

“Tt’s nice to see you, Al,” she said 
with quiet reserve. He stared at her. 
When she acted like this she was 
more like Sabina than ever. Some- 
how, her manner put him on the de- 
fensive. He sat down, eying her 
warily. 

“Nice to see you, too, Anne.” 

She nodded and went on looking 
at her songs. Finally she said: 

“Have you and Sabina made up 
yet?” 

The question caught him off guard 
and angered him. “Certainly not,” 
he snapped. “Did you expect us to, 
after what happened?” 

She turned to look at him, re- 
garding him soberly. 

“Al,” she said quietly, “I’d give a 
lot to undo what has been done. 
deliberately did something I had no 
business to do.” 

He frowned, puzzled. “What the 
devil are you talking about?” 

“You know that I never loved you, 
don’t you, Al?” 

He laughed dryly. “I’m afraid I 
had a few misconceptions. I know 
now—now that you've had the sat- 
isfaction of ruining me with Sabina.” 

“Al, please,” she implored, and he 
looked at her with surprise. “I must 
make you understand. It’s not too 
late yet, if you really love her.” 
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“Of course I love her.” 

She paused a moment and then 
hurried on: “It was a despicable 
thing to do, Al, but I deliberately 
made love to you, to split you up 
with Sabina. She is so much like 
me in appearance, almost like a sis- 
ter—I took a sort of sisterly interest 
in her. I didn’t think you were be- 
ing true to her. I knew you weren’t. 
You were interested in me. You 
would have made love to me if I had 
let you.” 

He sat staring at her, pale and 
angry. 

“Tt was wrong of me, Al. But 
can’t you see? It looked as though 
you were deliberately marrying Sa- 
bina Wright for her money, and 
meanwhile you were chasing around 
with other women. For all I knew 
you were making love to a dozen 
others. 

“And Sabma—she seemed like 
such an innocent, trusting little soul. 
I couldn’t bear to think of her mar- 
rying a man who would make her 
unhappy, who would be unfaithful 
to her. I’m really not bad, Al. I 
was merely doing what I would want 
some other woman to do for me, and 
I guess I made a bad mistake.” 

She kept her eyes on Al when she 
had finished. For a moment she 
thought he was going to leap across 
the room at her. She saw his hand$ 
clench and unclench. 

And then, suddenly, he relaxed. 
He smiled at her grimly. 

“T guess I had it coming to me,” 
he said quietly. “I’ve been every 
sort of a fool. No, I don’t blame 
you, Anne. On the other hand, 
you've probably taught me a les- 
son.” 


She stood up quickly and crossed 
the room, placing her hands on his 
shoulders and looking down into his 
eyes. 
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“You do love her, don’t you, Al?” 
: eiMore than you'll ever know, old 
girl.” 
“Let’s be friends, Al. I’ve done. 
the damage. Now let me help to 
make amends.” 

He shrugged. “O. K. It’s pretty 
late. I don’t know what can be 
done.” 

“Plenty can be done.” She 
straightened up and, going to a 
small table, poured them each a 
drink. She handed him a glass and 
then asked: 

“Al, this fellow who came up the 
other night with Sabina—Don Fur- 
man. Have you seen him any 
more?” 

Al studied his drink. “Too much. 
He’s taking Sabina around.” 

“Oh.” Her eyebrows went up 
slightly. 

“Why? Didn’t you get along with 
him the other night?” 

“Oh, yes. We got along fine. 
He’s rather clever. He’s not so 
good-looking as you, Al, but he’s 
smart.” 

He looked so hurt that she rushed 
over and patted his hand. “No re- 
flection on you, darling. But lis- 
ten, don’t let him have Sabina too 
much to himself. He knows too 
much about women.” 

Al showed signs of irritation. “TI 
don’t know how I can stop him. 
Anyhow, what makes you think he 


-_knows so much about women?” 


“Oh, by the way he talks and 
acts,” she said evasively. 

“Gave you a line, did he?” 

“No. He’s too original for that.” 

“Well, he did seem to make an im- 
pression on you.” 

Anne laughed. 

Al lay back in his chair and stud- 
ied her speculatively. This line of 
conversation, he knew, was leading 
somewhere. She had some purpose 
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“It was a despicable thing to do, Al, but I deliberately made love to you 


to split you up with Sabina. 
You were interested in me.” 


in mind. Was she in love with Don 
Furman? He took a shot in the 
dark. 

“You spoke of helpmg me with 
Sabina,” he ventured. “You mean 
youre interested in Don Furman?” 

LS—8C 


I knew you weren’t being true to her, 
Al stared at her, pale and angry. 


She smiled faintly. “Decidedly.” _ 

“Tf Sabina is in love with him, 
she’ll hate you more than ever.” 

Anne shook her head confidently. 
“She isn’t, darling. She’s in love 
with you.” 
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Al didn’t betray any signs of en- 
thusiasm. He had become involved 
in one of Anne’s schemes. He didn’t 
care to become mixed up in a new 
one. He glanced at his watch, 
frowning, and stood up to go. 

She held out her hand. “You for- 
give me, Al?” 

He frowned. “Sure, Anne. I 
guess everything will work out.” 

“It’s going to,” she said fervently. 
“And I’m going to help.” 

Leaving, he wasn’t so sure that he 
wanted her to help. He stopped in 
at his apartment and _ telephoned 
Sabina. The maid answered the 
telephone. 

“Sorry, Mr. Winters,” came the 
voice over the wire. “Miss Wright 
is not at home.” 

Al swore vigorously. It was the 
same reply he had received fifty 
times in the past week. He sat down 
and tried to figure out some way to 
see Sabina, to talk to her. In the 
end he gave it up and, disconsolate, 
went to work. 

Dancing and singing that night at 
the Bagdad, Anne glanced anxiously 
out over the crowded tables, hop- 
ing for a glimpse of one person. He 
had been there three nights the week 
before, sitting alone at a small table 
on the edge of the dance floor. But 
on no one of these occasions had he 
shown any sign of recognizing her. 

And then she saw him. Yes, he 
was there again, at the same table 
on the edge of the floor, the lights 
catching the high spots in his red 
hair, shadows making his homely, 
rugged face more homely, more rug- 
ged. 

Anne felt an excitement she had 
not felt for years. She went through 
her dance numbers with unusual ani- 

.mation. And she sang with so 
much spirit and feeling that she won 
a storm of applause from the crowd. 
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A waiter brought his card to her 
dressing room. 

“T should like very much to see 
you a few moments,” she read. 
“Shall I come back, or will you join 
me at my table?” 

“Tl join you,” she scribbled on a 
slip of paper and gave it to the 
waiter. 

She waited until the crowd was 
dancing under the subdued lights to 
make her way to where he sat. He 
stood up quickly. 

“So glad you decided to come,” he 
said, grinning. “I was afraid you 
wouldn’t after: our stormy evening 
or that you would be busy. I un- 
derstand you’re always busy.” 

She gave him her most alluring 
smile. “I’m terribly overrated. And 
I wouldn’t have missed seeing you 
for anything. It’s the first oppor- 
tunity I’ve had to get even.” 

“T’d suggest we go somewhere that 
is less noisy, if you don’t mind.” 

“Mind? I insist. This is terri- 
ble. Would you like to come up to 
my apartment? It’s the most dis- 
orderly place in the city, but it is 
quiet.” 

“Splendid. Let’s go.” 

Don, as had AI earlier in the day, 
noticed the change in her. She was 
much more alluring, much more de- 
sirable in her new réle. Hescom- 
mented on it when they were alone 
in her apartment. 


“You're so different to-night. You 
don’t even seem like the same per- 
son. Perhaps I was at fault the 
other night.” 

She arched finely penciled eye- 
brows in mock surprise. “Different? 
No; I’m usually like this. You just 
happened to catch me on a bad 
night. You know, the very nicest 
persons are the worst when they go 
off on a tangent. First of all, I’m 
going to apologize for what I did 
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that night, then I’m going to fix you 
a drink.” 

“Oh, heavens, don’t’ apologize,” 
said Don quickly. “You'll only 
make me ashamed of what I did. A 
bad beginning means a good ending. 
Let’s shake and be friends.” He 
held out his hand. 

She took it, and her full lips 
curved into a lovely smile. 

“I’m glad, Don. I like you.” 

a like you, too, Anne. I think 
were both just ornery | enough to 
get along well together.” 

They laughed and talked together 
with rapidly lessening restraint as 
Anne mixed drinks. Then Don 
asked: 

“Seen Al lately?” 

“Yes. This afternoon.” 
glanced at him. “Why?” 

“Oh, mere curiosity.” 

“It was the first time I’ve seen 
him since that night.” 


She 


“Really?” Don was genuinely 
surprised. “I had rather sup- 
posed sd 


“That he’d be right on my trail?” 
She shook her head. “Al isn’t in 
love with me. The trouble with him 
is he’s too handsome. Women make 
too much fuss over him. I really 
thought I was doing Sabina Wright 
a favor when——” 

“And instead of that you. placed 
her in a humiliating position and 
you may even have wrecked her 
life.’ His voice was sharp. 

Anne shrugged, eyes hard. “She’s 
a silly little fool. She flung herself 
at his head. She trailed him around 
like a sick puppy. He thought all 
he had to do was snap his fingers 
and she’d jump.” 

“So you went out of your way to 
break them up.” 

- He saw an angry retort forming 
on her lips. Then she checked her- 
self and smiled. “Please, Don. 
Don’t. You do something to me; 


115. 


you make me say mean, cruel 
things. I don’t want to throw 
things to-night. And I don’t want 
to get slapped again.” 

He smiled back at her. She was 
propped up on one elbow on the 
big settee, and he was slumped in an 
easy-chair a few feet away. 

“I’m sorry,” he said softly. “But 
still I can’t understand why you 
should want to hurt Sabina. She 
looks enough like you to be your 
sister.” 

Anne stared at him fixedly, and 
one hand fluttered to her throat. 
“Perhaps that is why,” she said in 
a low voice. 

“Oh.” There was a hint of sur- 
prise in his voice. “Feminine jeal- 
ousy.” 

She forced a smile. “No. Please 
don’t question me about it now. 
Some day I'll explain; but, anyway, 
Sabina is partly to blame for what 
happened. Believe me, if I loved a 
man I wouldn’t let some other 
woman steal him away from me. 
I’m not irresistible, am I?” 

Don chuckled. “I’m sure I don’t 
know. I imagine you might be if 
you wanted to.” 

Her eyes met his and held them. 
“Should I try?” she asked after a 
moment. 

“Why don’t you?” he dared. 


The days fled along into mid- 
summer, and love, Sabina discov- 
ered, was not like an old garment, 
to be discarded at will. She loved 
Al Winters, and merely breaking the 
engagement, refusing to see him, did 
not ease the pain in her heart. 

For all her brave philosophy, her 
determination, she crumpled at the 
thought of going down through the 
years without Al. She read the 
pages of the Journal avidly. Fre- 
quently she found stories with his 
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name over them. These she pored ~ He looked at her searchingly. 


over hungrily, line by line. “Having some bad moments?” 

She was engaged in this task one She nodded, trying hard to smile. 
afternoon when Don called. He was “Al call?” 
one of the few persons she really “I don’t know. Mother has in- 
welcomed now. structed the servants that if he calls 


“Oh, I’m so glad you came!” she_ I’m not at home.” 
exclaimed just a little desperately. He patted her shoulder affection- 
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Love, Sabina discovered, was not like an old garment, to be discarded 

at will. She loved Al, and merely breaking the engagement, refusing 

to see him, did not ease the pain in her heart. She crumpled at the 
thought of going down through the years without him. 
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ately. “Your mother has the wis- 
dom of age and experience.” 

Sabina frowned, puzzled. “What 
do you mean?” 

“There is nothing that encourages 
desire like denial.” 

“You mean zi 

“That the longer Al is kept away 
from you, the more he is going to 
want you.” 

She looked at him with her heart 
im her eyes. “I’ve got to have him, 
Don,” she whispered huskily. “I 
don’t care what he’s done; I love 
him.” 

“And he loves you, too, pet,” he 
assured her. “But be patient. Time 
has a way of settling all things, even 
seemingly impossible things.” 

She squeezed his arm. “Don, 
you're a dear. I don’t know what 
I'd do without you.” 

He laughed, pleased. 

“Been out anywhere, lately—eve- 
nings, I mean?” 

“No. I haven’t wanted to.” 

“You’d ought to get out a little. 
How about to-night? A date with 
the best dancer in town?” 

She hesitated, wary. “Who?” 

“Me.” He pointed to himself 
with mock pride. 

Sabina laughed, delighted. “With 
pleasure, kind sir.” 

“Tt’s a date, then.” And he hur- 
ried away. 

It was not until they were on their 
way downtown that night that she 
asked: ‘Where to, Don?” 

“A spot you know quite well. The 
Bagdad, if you don’t mind.” 

_ “Oh, Don.” There was a tremor 
of panic in her voice. 

“Now, now, pet. Don’t feel that 
way, he chided. “The best way to 
cope with the enemy is to force it 
mto the open. You're not going to 
Tet Anne Dunbar run you out, are 
you?” 
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Her chin came up defiantly. 
“Certainly not. On to the Bagdad. 
That will be just fine.” 

The night club was crowded when 
they arrived, but they finally man- 
aged to get a table close to the dance 
floor. They had one dance before 
the floor show started. |. 

It was with a queer, detached 
feeling that Sabina watched Anne 
Dunbar dance, listened to her sing. 
How beautiful she was! No wonder 
men loved her. 

Now Anne came down the floor, 
followed by a bevy of chorines. She 
was almost directly opposite their 
table when she turned and looked 
straight at Sabina. Her flashing 
smile did not change. She might 
have been looking at a stranger. 

Sabina, heart beating furiously, 
turned away and looked at Don. 
What she saw startled her. He was 
leaning forward, staring intently at 
Anne. His face was tense. For a 
moment she lived through another 
scene. She had seen Al watch Anne 
Dunbar with that same fascinated 
expression on his face. 

But the next second she wondered 
if she could have been wrong, for 
Don was facing her, sipping a drink, 
and saying casually: 

“The girl is good, isn’t she? But 
they tell me you're pretty good your- 
self, Sabina.” 

Sabina smiled and turned back to 
watching the entertainment. She 
felt more calm now. “Oh, no,” she 
denied. “I enjoy singing, but I don’t 
even pretend to compare with Anne 
Dunbar. She’s so beautiful. I won- 
der what she’s like in private life.” 

“Grand,” said Don, and then 
caught himself. . 

“How do you know?” 

Don fumbled awkwardly with a 
cigarette. “Well, that’s what they 
tell me.” 

But he failed to fool Sabina. Sit- 
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ting there, watching the dancers, she 
thought back to that evening when 
Don had stayed behind in Al’s apart- 
ment with Anne. What had hap- 
pened there? Was Don in love with 
the singer, too? 

The floor show ended, and Anne 
left amid a thunder of applause and 
ran to her dressing room. Her maid 
was waiting. 

“Get out!” Anne screamed and 
slammed the door in the face of the 
startled girl. 


“Damn him!” she said through’ 


clenched teeth. “And damn Sabina 
Wright!” Suddenly she sank into a 
chair at her dressing table, and her 
head went down on her arms. “I 
love him,” she sobbed. “I love him.” 

For the first time in her life Anne 
Dunbar was really in love. 

The next moment she was sitting 
up laughing harshly to herself. Don 
Furman, with his rough tactics, had 
done to her what no man bearing 
gifts and bowing in subjection be- 
fore her had succeeded in doing. 


At precisely the time Anne was 
in her dressing room, Sabina looked 
up suddenly to find Al standing be- 
for her. Her heart pounded crazily, 
and for a few seconds the room swam 
dizzily before her eyes. She fought 
for control. Then she heard Don’s 
voice. He had stood up quickly. 

“Oh, hello, Al. Glad to see you. 
Draw up a chair and join us.” 

Al remained standing. “Thanks,” 
he said with just a trace of hostility 
in his voice. “I merely wanted to 
ask Sabina to dance.” 

Sabina sat dumbly, afraid to move 

_ lest she give way to sudden emotion, 
afraid to speak for fear her voice 
_would betray her. She stole a quick 
glance at Al. He looked thinner and 
the healthy tan seemed to have 
faded. He seemed, suddenly, years 
older. 
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The orchestra started to play and 
Sabina found her voice. She spoke 
to Don. “You don’t mind, Don?” 

“Of course not,” he said hurriedly. 
“Run right along.” 

And then she was on the dance 
floor in Al’s arms and going through 
all the trick steps they had always 
done together. His very nearness 
left her trembling. Unconsciously, 
she stiffened. 

“Are you feeling all right, dar- 
ling?” His lips were against her ear. 

His use of that term of endear- 
ment brought a little catch in her 
throat. She did not dare to answer. 

“I’ve tried to call you, Sabina,” 
he went on. “Your father and 
mother must hate me——” 

What should she say? What 
should she do? Her only impulse 
was to let herself go, to give way to 
that mad love for him which racked 
her soul. But, to her surprise, she 
found herself replying quietly: 

“No, I don’t think they do, Al.” 

They danced a moment in silence, 
then: 

“T still love you, Sabina. I don’t 
care what you do, what you say; I 
still love you.” 
ae pulled away slightly. “Please, 


“You've got to listen to me. You 


must. I can’t go on like this much 


longer.” 

There was real agony in his voice, 
and she looked up at him. Immedi- 
ately she wished she hadn’t. 

“Oh—Al!” she breathed. 

“Sabina, I’ve got to talk to you— 
where we can be alone—now!”’ She 
tried to object, but forcefully he 
guided her to the edge of the dance 
floor and out between tables to the 
spacious foyer. Upstairs was a large 
lounge room. Quickly they made 
their way toward. it. 

Don watched them go. He would 
have liked to send a note to Anne, 
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but he was worried about Sabina. 
Better, he decided, to let his own 
love affair take care of itself until 
he had Sabina and Al back together 
again. He left the table and walked 
nervously up and down the foyer 
smoking a cigar. 

As she hurried along, Sabina had 
been thinking rapidly. She loved 
Al, she wanted him; but she was 
determined now 
that never would 
she accept him 
until she was 
sure there was no 
other woman 
lurking in the 
background and 
looming in the 
shadows, ready 
to step forth and 
rob her of hap-- 
piness. 

They sat on a 
low bench behind 
a fringe of tall 
ferns. 

“You look very 
tired, Al,’’ she 
said softly. “Working quite hard?” 

He looked at her in surprise. 
“Why, yes. Rather. And I haven’ t 
slept any too well since we split up.’ 

“Dissipating?” 

He looked away. “Some,” he ad- 
mitted. What he would have liked 
to tell her was how unbearable his 
own apartment had suddenly be- 
come; how, unable to sleep, he had 
taken to wandering around the 
streets at night, visiting old haunts 
that he had abandoned after meet- 
ing Sabina. Haunts where men 
gathered to drink and drown kin- 
dred sorrows. 

He had a vague suspicion she 
wouldn’t believe him; he suspected, 
too, that she still thought he was 
carrying on with Anne Dunbar, He 
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groped for some way to eliminate 
that from her mind. 

=] suppose you would call it dis- 
sipating,” he explained. “More liq- 
uor than is good for me. But no 
women, darling. I’ve only seen 
Anne once.” 

She stared at him in evident dis- 
belief. The glance half angered him. 

“By the way,” he said shortly, 
“you're not falling 
in love with Don 
Furman?” 

She could not 
suppress a low 
laugh, even though 
she felt he was 
lying to her about 
Anne. Just the 
thought of Al be- 
ing jealous of Don 
amused her. 

“Don is a fine 
friend,’’ she as- 
sured him. “That 
is all he has ever 
been. It’s all he 
ever will be. And 
I’d trust him to 
the end of the world,” she finished. 

He flushed at her words. “You 
don’t trust me?” 

She looked at him earnestly. “I 
don’t know, Al. Id like to.” 

He leaped at the opening she had 
given him. “Sabina, how can I— 
what can I do, or say, to convince 
you that what happened is all past? 
I was infatuated. I admit it. But I 
love you. Can’t you understand 
that?” 

She sat, tense, heart pounding. 
Could she be wrong? She did so 
want to believe him. And when he 
talked like that, his voice low, vi- 
brant with emotion, it was almost 
more than she could stand. He 
must have noticed her agitation, for 
suddenly he reached in the pocket 
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of his waistcoat and produced the 
ring—her engagement ring. 

Sabina stared fixedly at the gleam- 
ing, brilliant stone. She felt Al’s 
hand close over her fingers. Sud- 
denly ‘she was panicky, terribly 
afraid. She pulled her hand away. 


“No, Al. Please. Not now. 
Wait.” 
“But why? You do love me, 


don’t you?” 
; 7 es,” she whispered. “You know 
Oo. 

“Then please, darling——” He 
held out the ring again. - 

She shook her head, adamant. 
“No, Al. Give me more time. Let’s 
be sure. I don’t think I could stand 
going through—all that—again.” 

He sat back wearily, fingering the 
ring, a stricken look on his face. 
Sabina, her eyes meeting his, felt a 
sharp pain in her throat. She had 
risen to meet his anger, but now he 
was hurt—she couldn’t stand that. 
She bit her lip and glanced down 
quickly at her wrist watch. 

“Al, I must go.” 

He grasped her hands. “Sabina,” 
he pleaded. “Meet me to-morrow. 
Let’s talk it over to-morrow.” 

She hesitated. Another meeting 
like this and she would give in to 
him. She wanted to. Why hold off 
any longer? 

“To-morrow—at two. The Cliff 
House,” he insisted. 

She looked at him, lips stiff, but 
her eyes gave silent assent. 

Downstairs, Don had smoked his 
cigar down to a short stub. He eyed 
Sabina appraisingly as she came 
down the stairs. She and Al both 
looked rather pale and strained. His 
heart went out to them. 

Seeing Don, Sabina was immedi- 
ately solicitous. “Oh, Don, I’m so 
sorry. I didn’t mean to keep you 


waiting—— 
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. “Didn’t mind a bit,” he said, grin- 
ning. “Too hot in there.” 

She nodded. “Let’s go. Have you 
had enough?” 

“Plenty.” 

Al stood to one side, mouth and 
eyes grim. He lingered a moment 
after good nights had been ex- 
changed, and then asked for his coat 
and hat. On the sidewalk he hesi- 
tated. The thought of returning to 
his apartment was _ unbearable. 
Couldn’t sleep anyhow. He wate 
around to start down the street an 
almost bumped into Anne. 

She stared at him malevolently. 
“What’s the matter?” he asked, grin- 


ning. 

“Oh, I don’t know,” she said bit- 
terly. “Rotten evening. I’m about 
fed up with this place.” 

“Come on, I’ll buy you a cup of 
coffee,” he suggested. He wondered 
what had happened to upset her. 

“OQ. K.,” she said wearily. “I sup- 
pose anything is better than being 
alone.” 

They crossed the street and, en- 
tering a café, sat down near the 
front. Farther back, Sabina, look- 
ing into a wall mirror to arrange her 
hair, saw them. Don saw her face 
pale. 

“Sabina, what’s the trouble?” 

She forced a smile. “Just a little 
upset. Too much excitement all in 
one evening.” 

He patted her hand. 

“T know, pet. A little hot food ° 
will make you feel better.” 

Eating slowly, Sabina lingered 
over her meal until she saw Anne 
and Al get up and go out together. 


CHAPTER VI. 


Don called Sabina the next day 
shortly before noon. | 

“Hello, pet,” his voice came over 
the wire. “I’m running down to 
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Don eyed Sabina appraisingly as she came down the stairs. She and Al 
both looked pale and strained. His heart went out to them. 
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Santa Cruz again this afternoon. 
Want to go along?” 

Sabina, almost ill as the result of 
her adventure of the night before, 
jumped at the chance. There was 
very little use, she decided, in talk- 
ing to Al again. What she had sus- 
picioned was true. He had lied to 
her. He was still seeing Anne. 

She sat down and wrote him a 
brief note. It was quite formal, 
merely saying that she had changed 
her mind about meeting him that 
afternoon. She put it in a sealed 
envelope, gave it to the chauffeur, 
and told him to take it to Al’s apart- 
ment, 


At Santa Cruz, after visiting his 
client, Don came back to the hotel 
where he had left Sabina. 

“T think I’d better get you a 
room,” he suggested. “Looks like 
I'll be here until late this evening. 
Can you amuse yourself?” 

She sighed contentedly. “Oh, 
sure, Don. Ive been sitting here 
looking at the ocean. But it would 
be much nicer in a room where I 
can settle down and be comfortable. 
T’ll get something to read.” 

Don engaged a room for her, and 
they went upstairs. Later he went 
out and bought her fruit, candy, 
cigarettes, magazines—everything to 
make her comfortable during his ab- 
sence. 

“Sure you don’t mind?” he asked. 

Sabina laughed. “Certainly not. 
I was never more comfortable in my 
life.” She meant it. She was glad 
to get away. She could lie on the 


bed in front of the windows and look . 


out over the ocean. The roar of the 
surf came faintly to her ears. It 


was an ideal spot for relaxation and 


to forget. 

Al had lied to her—again and 
again. How could he have talked 
to her the way he did one moment 
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and then go straight to Anne Dun- 
bar? The afternoon faded into eve- 
ning. Don returned and took her to 
dinner and then left again. 

“It won’t be much longer,” he 
promised. “Are you getting along 
all right?” 

“Fine,” she assured him. To tell 
the truth, she was utterly weary. 
She went back up to the room and 
stretched out on the bed. A few 
moments later she’was sound asleep. 

That was a night which made his- 
tory. The earthquake struck about 
nine o'clock. Wires hummed with 
the news, and at the Journal where 
Al worked there was a scene of fren- 
zied activity. 

“Better get down to Santa Cruz 
right away, Al,” his city editor or- 
dered. “That seems to be the center 
of it. Lot of damage down there and 
several killed. Take a photographer 
with you and phone me as soon as 
you can.” 

From other parts of the State 
came news of the quake. Other 
news men were rushed to near-by 
cities. Excitement reigned. 

Al reached Santa Cruz before 
eleven o'clock. It appeared even 
worse than had at first been re- 
ported. Beach houses were demol- 
ished. Uptown brick buildings had 
collapsed. At least a score of per- 
sons were dead. At the one big ho- 
tel in the city a peculiar situation 
existed. The building itself was not 
badly damaged on the outside, but © 
stairways had collapsed, and when 
electric power lines fell all elevator 
service had halted. A score of 
guests were trapped in their rooms. 


‘¥ Once it was ascertained they were 


safe and unhurt, they were left to 
[their own devices and all rescue ef- 
'forts were turned to other parts of 
,of the beach resort where dead and 
aos were buried under the dé- 
‘bris. 
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It was a confusing, bewildering 
scene. A half dozen fires were burn- 
ing in various parts of the town. 
The scream of sirens on fire engines 
and ambulances rose above the 
shouts of excited, terrified people. 
People seeking husbands or wives, 
father or mothers, sons or daughters, 
friends or relatives. 

_Al was standing on the sidewalk 
questioning an elderly woman who 
had been in the house when the 
quake struck. The house now stood 
with its entire front gone, its in- 
terior exposed to the night. 

And then a second shock rocked 
the beach community. Terrified, the 
woman clung to Al, then broke away 
and ran down the street, sobbing 
hysterically. The photographer ap- 
peared out of the darkness. 

“They’re going to take those peo- 
ple out of the hotel,” he said. “An- 
other shock like that last one may 
tear the whole building down.” 

“Ladders?” asked Al. 

“Yeah. They’ve got a fire ladder 
wagon there now.” 

“Good. We'll get a couple pic- 
tures and the names of the people 
when they come down.” 

Together they stumbled through 
the darkness to the hotel. Fright- 
ened guests were already climbing 
out of windows and down the long 
ladders to the ground. Some car- 
ried what baggage they could. Oth- 
ers tossed suitcases and clothing to 
waiting hands. Still others didn’t 
bother to take their belongings. 
Their prime interest at that moment 
was in getting out of the building. 

Al talked to five or six of them 
and was about: to leave when the 
figure of a young woman, followed 
by a man,*emerged from a third- 
floor window and started down the 
ladder. Al stared, and his fingers 
fumbled subconsciously in a side 
coat pocket and came in contact with 
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‘a crumpled note he had received 


that day. 

A huge searchlight on the fire 
truck played against the wall of the 
building. Halfway down, the girl 
turned and looked out over the 
crowd below. Al stifled an exclama- 
tion of surprise. Sabina Wright. 
And he recognized the man now. 
Don Furman. 

What was Sabina doing at a hotel 
in Santa Cruz with Don Furman? 
Surprise, which for the moment held 
Al immobile, gave way to sudden, 
unreasoning anger. He _ whirled 
around, shouldered his way through 
the crowd, shoving people aside 
ruthlessly, and came out upon the 
beach. 

A heavy sea was piling breakers 
upon the sands, and cold, salt-laden 
wind swept inshore. How long he 
stood there in the darkness, look- 
ing out over the turbulent sea, Al 
did not know, but he came to his 
senses suddenly to discover that his 
anger had cooled. He felt, vaguely, 
a strange pity for Sabina; surprise 
and indignation with himself for his 


own blindness. 


He thought back to that feeling 
of utter rage he had experienced a 
few moments ago when he had seen 
Sabina and Don together. Yet 
never before had he given a thought 
to the emotions Sabina must have 
undergone when she had seen him 
with Anne Dunbar. 

“She’s suffered. I’ve made her 
suffer.” He flung the words out bit- 
terly against the wind. 

His first thought was to hurry 
back to the hotel, find her and go 
down on his knees to her. He 
wanted to talk to her, explain that 
Anne Dunbar meant nothing to him; 
that he had hurt her—Sabina—with- 
out realizing what he had been do- 
ne: Appearances had been against 

im, 
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Appearances. He stopped short. 
Supposing Sabina’s presence here 
with Don Furman to-night was 
something more than mere appear- 
ances? Supposing she really loved 
him? Intended to marry him. The 
very thought shocked him; left him 
uncertain what to do. 

The wind was increasing in in- 
tensity. Shivering, Al turned his 
back to the angry sea 
and started toward the 
hotel. On the fringe of 
the crowd his photog- 
rapher sighted him and 
dashed toward him. 

“Where the devil did 
you go?” demanded the 
cameraman. “Every- 
body here is scared to 
death of a tidal wave. 
They’re all moving out. 
Looks like the Belgian 
refugees during the 
War. And there’s a guy 
over here buried under 
a garage—what’s left of him. They 
are trying to dig him out. Say, feel 
that?” 

Al nodded, thoughts far away. 
Another shock, but this time not so 
severe. He wondered if Sabina and 
Don had left. He looked around, 
half afraid he would see them. It 
was difficult to identify people a 
dozen feet away. With all power 
lines out of commission the fright- 
ened populace had resorted to flash- 
lights, auto headlights and torches. 
It was an eery, unbelievable sight. 

They checked the hospital—the 
only one in town—then went on to 
the police morgue. Here Al ran into 
a relief man from the Journal and, 
taking his photographer, hurried 
back to San Francisco. 

At the office he wrote the story. 
He did not mention Sabina Wright 
nor Don Furman. He pounded out 
the words on the typewriter sub- 
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consciously. If Sabina had turned 
to Don, it was his own fault. He 
had driven her to it. If he had lost 
her, it was because she had suffered 
often as he had suffered for a few 
brief moments this night. 

On and on he wrote, a vivid, liv- 
ing portrayal of those scenes of ter- 
ror in the blackness of the night. 
When it was ended and on the city 

desk, the city editor 

came to him and 
slapped him roughly on 
the back. 

“Swell story, Al. Get 

' yourself some coffee 
and a bite to eat and 
beat it over to the east- 
bay region. There are 
three or four towns over 
there pretty hard hit. 

Here—I’ll give you the 

dope.” 

Wearily, and sick at 
heart, Al followed him. 
When he left, it was not 

to see San Francisco again for nearly 

a week. When he did return, he 

went to his city editor. The vision 
of Sabina Wright and Don Furman 
was torturing him. 

“T want to get away for a while— 
a couple of weeks, anyhow,” Al told 
his chief. 

The city editor nodded. Al had 
done a fine piece of work. He looked 
pale, drawn, tired out. It had been 
a tough assignment. 

“QO. K., Al,” he said gruffly. “Take 
a boat trip north. There'll be a bet- 
ter job, with better money, when 
you get back. Take it easy, get 
drunk, and forget your troubles.” 
He swung back to his desk and his 
work, 

It was this series of circumstances 
which prevented Al from seeing the 
newspaper stories about Sabina and 
Don Furman. Where he and the 
Journal had been kind, the other 
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papers were not so considerate. The 
morning. paper had a flashlight pic- 
ture of Sabina and Don, one above 
-the other, climbing down the ladder 
from the open hotel window. 

The picture and accompanying 
story caused more than a slight rip- 
ple in high society circles, and Don 
found himself the object of sug- 
gestive remarks and pointed stories. 
At first, flaming with anger, he 
-showed fight. Only swift apologies 

prevented a fight on a dozen occa- 
sions. Finally he chose to ignore 
them entirely. 

After the excitement had died 
down, he called on Anne. He did 
not bother to telephone, and his ap- 
pearance at her aparatment plainly 
took her by surprise. 

“Oh, Mr. Furman! Come in.” 

There was no use to ask her if she 
had seen that abominable newspa- 
per story. Her attitude toward him 
was answer enough. She was coldly 
cynical. She sat back in a chair and 
eyed him languidly, a half smile on 
her lips. 
defensive. 

“You don’t believe it, do you?” 


She feigned ignorance. “Believe 
what?” 

“The inference in that newspaper 
story.” 

She shrugged. “I wasn’t born yes- 
terday.” 


“Rather an enigmatic reply.” 

“Ts it? Well, figure it out for 
yourself,” 

Don ran a nervous hand through 
red hair. “Listen, Anne,” he im- 
plored. “It wasn’t as bad as it 
sounded. You know that.” 

She laughed dryly. “Of course it 
wasn’t. Nobody could be so cruel 
as to accuse Sabina—darling, sweet 
little Sabina 

“Just leave Sabina out of this,” he 
. flared angrily, 


He was suddenly on the 
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Anne leaped to her feet, also an- 
gry. Her eyes blazed and her words 
came in a torrent. 

“Sabina,” she sneered. “You and 
Al and Sabina. You make me sick. 
All of you. Men are all alike. I 
wouldn’t trust you or any man as far 
as I could throw him. And Sabina 
—innocent, sheltered darling of so- 
ciety. I hate her. I hate you! Get 
out of here!” 

He stood up, facing her. She fell 
back at the expression of utter fury 
on his face, then abruptly sank into 
a chair and began to sob brokenly. 

“Al is the only decent one of the 
lot of you,” she cried. “He’s hon- 
est, anyhow. You and Sabina are 
just a couple of high-bred hypo- 
crites. Go on. Please get out of 
here. I don’t want to see you 
again.” 

She was weeping unrestrainedly 
when he left, closing the door qui- 
etly behind him. 

At almost exactly the same mo- 
ment Sabina was phoning the Jour- 
nal for the hundredth time within 
the past few days. 

“Mr. Winters, please.” 

“He’s not here.” 

“When will he be there?” 

“T don’t know.” 

“Do you know where I can locate 
him?” 

“Only 
ma’am.” 

And that was typical of her con- 
versations with the Journal office. 
Day and night she called his apart- 
ment, but with no better results. 
Al Winters had vanished. 

There was only one answer that 
she could evolve out of the sinister 
maze of happenings. Al had read 
the story. Or he had actually seen 
her at Santa Cruz with Don Fur- 
man. She had seen his story in the 
Journal about the earthquake. He 
had been there that night. 


Heaven knows that, 
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Finally, in desperation, she went pathy with the society girls who 
to the city editor at the Journal. tried to steal his ace reporters, and 
He recognized her. He had no sym- less sympathy for women of that 


—_ f 
——e 
ae 7 


FN 


nnaay AN 


om 
NN 


Mi | Wiki 
hi 


AIG 


HE 
ZZ 


Ss 


\\ 


To cover her heartbreak, Anne went back suddenly to the wild parties which 
woman, resenting Anne’s attentions to her husband, stabbed her, 
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It finally ended when a jealous 


she thought she had put behind her forever. 
They rushed Anne to a hospital. She was not expected to live. 
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class who spent nights in hotels with 
men to whom they were not mar- 
ried. 

He eyed her coldly, almost bel- 
ligerently. “Winters?” he barked. 
*‘He’s gone. The last time I saw him 
he was taking a boat for Seattle.” 
He swung his chair around back to 
his desk and resumed work. 

She turned away quickly so that 
he wouldn’t see her tears. Blindly, 
heart breaking, she hurried from the 
building. 

While Sabina was crying her heart 
out from behind the shelter of the 
gray stone walls of the Wright man- 
sion, Al was trying to drink him- 
self to death. Anne Dunbar was 
following a similar route. 

She went back suddenly to the 
wild parties which she thought she 
had put behind her forever. Often 
they lasted until dawn, dancing, din- 
ing, drinking. It finally ended when 
a jealous woman, resenting Anne’s 
amorous attentions to her husband, 
stabbed her. They rushed Anne to 
a hospital. 

Don, the only one of the four who 
had retained a vestige of calm san- 
ity and had settled down to hard 
work, read the story the next morn- 
ing in the newspaper. The golden- 
haired radio singer and night-club 
entertainer had been stabbed just be- 
low the heart. She was not expected 
to live. 

Sick with fear, Don dashed from 
his office and took a taxi to the hos- 
pital. But once arriving there he 
was denied permission to see her. 
Finally, after half an hour of threats 
and persuasion, they told him he 
might go in. 

The nurse closed the door after 
him. He shot a quick glance to- 
ward the still figure on the bed. Her 
face was white and drawn, but her 
eyes were bright and she forced a 
wry smile, 
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He dropped to his knees at the 
side of the bed and kissed her. 

“Don,” she whispered. “Kiss me 
again. I love you.’ 

“And I love you, Anne. I always 
have. You know that.” 

She closed her eyes. For a mo- 
ment he thought she had not heard 
him. He was _ suddenly panic- 
stricken. Was she dying? But he 
was relieved the next second when 
her eyes fluttered open. 

“Hypodermic,” she’ whispered. 
“Makes me drowsy. Don—I’ve got 
to see Sabina. Tell the nurse to 
phone her. ‘Then—I want to tell 
you—-secret.” 

Don arose quickly and, at the 
door, summoned the nurse. He gave 
her Sabina’s phone number. Then 
he went back to the bedside. 

“You do love me, don’t you, 
Don?” Anne asked. 

“You know I do, darling. I’m 
going to marry you as soon as you 
get well.” 

He said it confidently and Anne 
turned her head away. She hadn’t 
minded the thought of death until 
now. Happiness with Don—too late 
now. She turned resolutely back to 
him. 

“Don—you’re a lawyer. I have a 
secret. I want to tell it to you. It 
may explain a few things. But you 
must promise never to tell any one.” 

“I promise,” he said solemnly, 
wondering what sort of secret she 
could possibly have. 

She smiled at him tenderly. 
bina and I are sisters,” 
pered. “She was—adopted by the 
Wrights. I—TI loved her so—I didn’t 
want to see her make a mistake— 
marrying. That’s why T meddled— 
and made things worse.” 

Don stared at her so fixedly, so 
completely taken back that her 
smile broadened. “Darling, I’m not. 


“Sa- 
she whis- 
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That is the truth. I had. 
“Non- 


delirious. 
to tell some one before——” 

He anticipated her words. 
sense,” he said quickly. ‘“You’re go- 
ing to get well.” 

“T wasn’t sure,” she went on 
slowly. “I went to the police. Mr. 
Wright came and talked to me. He 
told me how he had bought my baby 
sister from my mother. Sabina— 
you must never tell. It would ruin 
her life-——” 

She paused and a stab of pain 
erased the smile from her lips. Her 
eyes closed and for several moments 
she lay silent. He was about to 
speak to her when the door opened 
and he saw Sabina. All rivalry be- 
tween the two girls had vanished. 
Sabina, eyes filled with tears, uttered 
a low cry, “Anne!” Then her face 
was pressed close against that of the 
stricken girl. 

Don stared. If he had any rea- 
son to doubt Anne’s story, that 
doubt was erased now. . The two 
girls were sisters. There was no 
question about it. 

Anne was speaking huskily. 

“I’m so glad, Sabina—so glad you 
could come. I wanted to tell you. 
That night of your engagement 
party—I tricked Al—I told him 
there was a murder. That’s why he 
came to me. He never loved me. 
He’s always loved you——” 

She paused for breath, and Sabina 
leaned closer, her lips caressing the 
other girl’s forehead. 

“Please, Anne, don’t talk about 
it. You’re weak. And you—you’re 
so close to me, Anne, for some rea- 
son. I used to almost hate you at 
times. But now—why, Anne, I 
think I’d die if anything happened 
to you. You're almost like a sister 
to me.” 

Don caught his breath. He stared 
at the two girls. Had Sabina 
guessed? Or was it just the natural 
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love that two sisters were bound to. 
have for each other? If they were 
of the same flesh and blood there 
would be a natural attraction there. 

He thought of his own reactions 
to the two girls. And Al. What had 
happened seemed only most natural 
now. 

A nurse interrupted his thoughts. 

“You must go now,” she ordered 
briskly. “All of you. You're tiring 
her.” 

Don waited long enough to whis- 
per to Anne: 

“Hurry up and get well, honey, so 
we can be married.” 

Her eyes answered him. 

He walked with Sabina to her car. 

“Heard from Al?” he asked. 


She shook her head. “Not yet.” 
“You will,’ he assured her and 
said good-by. 


That evening Sabina was sum- 
moned to the telephone. It was Dan 
Selano, manager of the Bagdad. He 
recalled that Miss Wright had 
greatly resembled Anne Dunbar and 
had done excellent work when the 
amateur programs were staged. 
Would she like to substitute tempo- 
rarily for Miss Dunbar? 

Sabina was thrilled. 

“Can you come right down for 
reheasal, Miss Wright?” he asked. 

“T’ll be there in ten minutes,” she 
promised. And she was. 


Three days later Al returned. It 
was late in the afternoon. His own 
paper had “gone to bed” for the day, 
and he did not bother to go to the 
office. He was going to quit, any- 
how. There was an opening in 
Honolulu and he had decided to 
take it. 

As he packed his personal belong- 
ings, that night after dinner, he won- 
dered about Sabina. Thought of her 
still tortured him. But, after all, it 
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had been his own fault. He had 
driven her into the arms of Don 
Furman. And, from all he could 
gather, Furman was a fine fellow. 
Just the right sort for Sabina. He 
laughed to himself bitterly. 

By ten o’clock that night he had 
packed everything. He gazed 
around the room restlessly. There 
was a picture of Anne Dunbar on the 
dresser. He wondered how she was 
getting along. Might be a good idea 
to drop in at the Bagdad and say 
good-by to her. 

Leaving the apartment, he stepped 
into a neighboring café for a sand- 
wich and a cup of coffee. He 
glanced casually at the headlines of 
the Journal lying on the counter. 
War talk. Political strife. Same old 
stuff. He shoved the paper aside. 

On the back page, had he glanced 
at“it, was a large picture of Anne 
Dunbar and, below it, a smaller one 
of Don Furman. The story told of 
the slowly recovering famous singer 
and a promising young attorney who 
that day had announced their en- 
gagement. 

He sauntered out finally and 
made his way slowly down crowded 
streets. There was a suggestion of 
a. dull ache in his heart. He loved 
this city. A pretty young woman 
smiled up at him as he passed her. 
Farther down the street he saw the 
blazing lights of the Bagdad. 

And in Anne Dunbar’s dressing 
room at the Bagdad Sabina, getting 
ready for her evening program, heard 
a knock on the door. 

“Come in,” she called. 

Don thrust his head in. “See our 
big story, pet?” he asked, grinning 
from ear to ear. 

“Did I!” she exclaimed, jumping 
up. “I know it by heart by this 
time. Oh, Don, I’m so glad! How 
much longer——” 

“The doctor says about two 
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weeks. I’m on my way to the hos- 
pital. It’s terribly late, but I’ve got 
to see her for just a minute.” 

Sabina laughed gayly and, coming 
forward, planted a kiss on his fore- 
head. 

Don blushed. 

“Coming back?” she asked. 

“To take you home, pet,” he as- 
sured her. “Don’t run off with some 
strange man, will you?” 

“Not a chance. I'll be waiting for 
you. Give my love to Anne,” 


Al sat glumly at a table in the 
Bagdad. The floor show bored him. 
If it wasn’t for Anne the whole thing 
would be a flop. He waited impa- 
tiently for her to appear. He was 
looking the other way when the star 
of the program did finally appear. 

A roar of applause jerked him to 
attention. 

He didn’t notice at first that it was 
not Anne. His first thought was 
that her singing had a different qual- 
ity and that she was slipping a bit 
on her dancing. And then he found 
himself staring at her as she ad- 
vanced down the dance floor. 

He gripped the edges of the table 
and blinked. That girl—it was not 
Anne Dunbar. It was Sabina. And 
then he found himself looking 
straight into her eyes. She was not 
more than a dozen feet away. 

The song faltered. For Sabina the 
world rocked crazily. Al! Al, star- 
ing at her in utter amazement. Al, 
looking as though he were seeing a 
ghost. She wanted to laugh. To 


ery. And she could do neither. She 


tore her eyes away from him and by 
some superhuman effort carried 
through the song to the end. 

When it was over she fairly flew 


“back to the dressing room. She 


slammed the door shut and stood in 
the middle of the room facing it, 


Lady of the Evening 


trying to get a grip on herself. He 
would come. She knew he would. 
She glanced in the mirror. Her face 
was deathly white and her make-up 
stood out in hideous relief. 

She started toward the dressing 
table and then the knock came. 

She tried to call out to him, but 
no words came. Stiffly, she crossed 
the room and opened the door. 
They stood for a moment facing 
each other. 

“Sabina, I ” He stopped awk- 
wardly, staring at her. 

“Al,” she breathed, and one hand 
fluttered to her throat. She leaned 
against the dressing table as though 
for support. 

“T had no idea you would be 
here,” he said nervously. “When I 
saw it was you I wanted to come 
back here and wish you luck.” He 
was forcing the words, and his voice 
was harsh. 

“Luck?” She tried to keep her 
voice calm. She knew that he must 
be able to see her heart pounding. 

“Yea,” he nodded. “I saw you 
and Don Furman that night at 
Santa Cruz. I don’t blame you, 
Sabina. I found out that night how 
you must have felt about me—some- 
times—when you saw me with Anne, 
although she never meant a thing to 
me.’ 

She stared at him, big-eyed. 
“Don! You mean you think ss 

“Oh, I don’t blame you, Sabina. 
I’m going away. Got a job in Hon- 
olulu. Maybe I'll get some sense 
over there. It’s all been my fault, 
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door. 

“Al.” It was a husky, anguished 
whisper. “Al, don’t you read your 
own paper?” She held out a clip- 
ping for him. It was the picture and 
story of Anne’s injury and her en- 
gagement to Don Furman. Al 
took the bit of paper hesitantly and 
glanced at it. Then he began to 
read avidly. 

“Sabina!” It was an_ excited 
shout. “Then you 

“Oh, Al, you silly! There’s never 
been any one but you. I couldn’t 
—I never have—I never will love 
any one but you.’ 

He stared at the clipping, bewil- 
dered. “But I thought 

“We both thought, darling. Too 
much—and entirely wrong.” 

There were tears in her eyes as 
he moved toward her and took her in 
his arms. 

“T’ve been a blind fool,” he mut- 
tered, crushing her to him. - 

“And I'd have died if you hadn’t 
come back,” sobbed Sabina. She 
lifted her lips to his. 

Only Don suffered from the re- 
union. He reached the Bagdad after. 
Sabina and Al had gone. He asked 
an attendant if Sabina had left. é 

The attendant smirked at him. 
“Yeah, and with a swell-looking 
guy.” 

Frowning and puzzled, Don left. 

He didn’t know until the next 
afternoon when he read the Journal 
that Anne Dunbar and Sabina 
Wright were planning a double wed- 
ding. 


THE END. 


~ 


ICHARD DAMIAN started to- 
ward those eyes. No matter 
where it might have been, or 

when, he would have done the same 
‘thing. The train had just drawn 
into the Moscow station. He had 


' alighted and bent over his bags to. 


see if they were all there. Something 
made him look up, and he found him- 
self literally floundering in a pool 


By George Asness 


made of two great, glowing black 
eyes. Their compelling beauty was 
the kind men dream of and never 


hope to see. They held him like a 
magnet, so that he scarcely noticed 
the slim, rounded figure and easy 
grace of the girl. He saw only the 
large, eloquent eyes, which seemed to 
fill her heart-shaped, olive-skinned 
face. For a long minute they stared 


Dark Eyes 


at each other, as if mutually hypno- 
tized, then he started toward her. 

The next moment he was sprawl- 
ing full-length on his face. He had 
forgotten the bag at his feet, had 
tripped over it violently. The ‘other 
valise, the one with the faulty lock, 
which he had in his hand as he fell, 
lay sprawled with him, his scattered 
wardrobe changing the aspect of the 
surrounding territory for yards 
around. There was a ripple of light 
laughter as he started to rise, but 
on her face he caught a fleeting look 
of concern. Several smiling men and 
women, in simple, utilitarian clothes, 
helped him gather his belongings, 
the richness and quality of the 
American-made garments calling 
forth voluble praise and admiration. 
The girl took a quick step toward 
him, then stopped and stood there, 
staring at the chaos of clothing. His 
face turned brick-red under her gaze 
as he desperately stuffed shorts, un- 
dershirts, et cetera into the bag. 

Finally, his sense of humor bub- 
bled within him and he looked up 
with a grin. But it froze on his 
face. For the swimming warmth of 
her eyes had hardened to black agate 
and now she, too, was laughing at 
him, but not like the others. Theirs 
was the good-natured - laughter 
brought forth by another’s harmless 
mishap. But in hers there was noth- 
ing of kindliness, only bitterness and 
scorn. It prickled his hair and filled 
him with a hot resentment. Uncon- 
sciously, his fists clenched and un- 
clenched while his palm itched to 
spank her. Once again he started 
toward her. 

“Falling for these Russian dames 
already, are you?” 

He whirled to see Teddy Gleason 
-who had come to meet him, and 
they gripped hands. The hard edge 
of his anger melted in the warmth 
of the greeting. But as they gath- 
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ered the rest of his belongings and 
forced the bag closed, he still felt 
the girl’s scornful eyes upon him. 
And in the cab, all the way to the 
hotel, her jeering laughter rang in 
his ears, stirring up devils within 
him. He broke in on Teddy’s flow 
of chatter: 

“Who is she?” 

“Who’s who?” 

“That girl who was giving me the 
razzberry—the one with the eyes.” 

“Oh, her,” said Teddy in his usual, 
careless English. “She’s a queer 
duck. I’ve seen her around, but she 
never stays put long enough for a 
fellow to talk to her. Has a rep for 
being clever. She’s supposed to be 
bugs on hard work—assistant to 
some big-shot. You'll meet her.” 


Dicky did, just two days later. He 
hadn’t thought these hard-working 
Russians would ever take time off 
for such a thing as a tea, but here he 
was, being taken to one by Gleason. 
They mounted the stairs of what had 
been, formerly, a nobleman’s palace. 
Now it was subdivided into living 
quarters, its large hall a sort of club- 
room for officials of the new régime. 
Now there were no liveried servants 
and they came, unannounced, into 
the large living room filled with 
smoke, chatter and people. There 
was a cheerful clatter of teacups, 
and animated conversations in sev- 
eral languages reached their ears. 

“There’s Liuba,” said Ted. Dicky 
followed his gaze to where a strik- 
ingly handsome, jet-haired young 
woman was talking to a slender, 
graceful girl. The latter had her 
back toward them and was evidently 
on the point of leaving. Ted linked 
his arm in Dicky’s, and they ap- 
proached the two women. 

“Liuba Glubovna, I want you to 
meet a friend, Richard Damian, but 
just call him Dicky.” 
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Dicky, startmg to greet his host- 
ess; glanced for 2a moment at the girl 
with her and was lost. Without 
warning, he again found himself 
helplessly floundering in that pool of 
black eyes—the eyes of the girl at 
the station! They were being intro- 
duced, but neither one heard a word. 
For another eternity, they gazed mto 
each other’s eyes with an intensity 
that, somehow, subdued the others 
while entirely excluding them. Then 
she jerked her head around suddenly, 
as if a catch had been released. 

“Good-by, Liuba,” she said in 
English. There was scorn in her 
voice, but somehow, they all knew it 
was for Richard alone. She gave 
Limba Glubovna’s hand a quick, 
vigorous shake, nodded briefly at 
Ted and, with a step like the lithe 
movement of a cat, was gone. Dick’s 
eyes tensed after her, his lips tight- 
pressed in puzzled fury. 

“Never mind, I like you.” Liuba’s 
fingers on his arm were friendly, her 
voice a gentle salve to his outraged 
feelings. He relaxed under her smile 
and went with her te meet the 
others. 


For twenty days he kept meeting 
others and others, for Teddy appar- 
ently knew everybody in Moscow, 
and for twenty days he kept meeting 
‘Tanya—Tanya of the dark eyes and 
the puzzle of her hatred for him. 
She: made it a point to leave almost 
at once, whenever he entered a room 
m which she was. Yet, he kept meet- 
ing her m the oddest places—places, 
it seemed to him where she had no 
business to be—until he began to 
suspect that it couldn’t all be acci- 
dent. But still, she never gave him 
a chance to speak to her. It was 
maddening, because her hate aroused 
within him an answering hate, which 
he did not want. For he knew, as 
certainly as he ever knew anything, 
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that he loved this woman, that if he- 
could only talk to her, everything 
would come out right. 

And so, when he saw her at. the’ 
museum one rainy afternoon, he kept 
himself hidden, shadowing her until 
she wandered into a deserted corri- 
dor. She turned as she heard his 
light step, and it sent a stab of pain 
through him to see the panic in her 
eyes when she realized it was a blind 
passage. Graceful even in flight, she 
ran to the French windows, twisted 
the handle and stepped out on the 
stone balcony while he followed 
grimly. He came upon her there, 
her back to the balustrade, rain 
streaming from her hat to her 
slicker, her eyes wide upon him. 

He came closer and stood looking 
down at her, the many things he 
wanted to say crowding his throat, 
so that he could say none of them. 
For a fraction of a moment she 
seemed to waver toward him, then 
quickly, her hand came up. It was 
surprise that made him step back 
from the stinging slap on his eheek. 
Then swiftly, she glided past him 
and ran down the corridor. He stood 
a long time, a hand to his cheek. 

After that it was worse than ever. 
People were beginning to notice. 
And so, this last morning, it was he 
who did the running away. It was 
at Liuba’s, and he had been chatting 
with Vera Krasnaya, the actress, 
when he noticed Tanya across the 
room. She was talking to Teddy, 
but looking at him. He had made a 
lame excuse and left in a hurry. 

He reached his hotel room in a 
sort of breathless misery and closed 
the door softly behind him. Then he 
threw off his hat and coat and sat at 
his desk with vacant eyes. Twenty 
days of it, but to-morrow his vaca- 
tion would end. _ Then back to Stal- 
ingrad to begin on his new contract 
with the Soviet government! A man 
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could lose himself 
in work, and for- 
get, he thought 
grimly. Richard 
picked up his in- 
struments, but 
had to give up in 
a few minutes. 
For it was one 
of Moscow’s 
glorious spring 
days. The wav- 
ing window cur- 
tains kept beckoning him outside, 
their billowing rustle a whispered 
promise of things pleasant and mys- 
terious. He threw down his pencil 
and began to pace restlessly. When 
a knock sounded on the door, he 


oh 


terrible, so hateful. 
her in his arms and kissed her hungrily. 
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“Reechard Damian,” she said softly, “I’ve been a beast—so 


Won’t you please beat me?” He took 


jerked it open in annoyed sudden- 
ness, then backed away in open- 
mouthed amazement. 

In one gliding movement, Tanya 
slipped in and closed the door. Both 
hands were behind her, clasped on 
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the knob, while her great eyes held 
him as in a spell. For a moment she 
remained so, then her eyes danced 
about the room. She hurried to the 
desk, her hands fluttering over his 
drawing board, his instruments. She 
flowed from one object to another, 
ight as a breeze, murmurs of 
pleasure coming from her as she 
drank in his drawings, his books, the 
photos of completed engineering pro- 
jects. Then she spoke, happily. 

“You do—oh, you do! You make, 
you create, you build, you work!” 

Then, like a penitent schoolgirl, 
she came over to him. 

“Reechard Damian,” she said 
softly. “I’ve been a beast—so ter- 
rible, so hateful. Won't you please 
beat me?” 

And suddenly, unaccountably, she 
was in his arms, racked by great, 
tearing sobs, and his lips were wet 
. with her tears and kisses. 


The sun was only a memory in | 


red-and-gold on the Moscow sky 
when they sat looking out between 
the now still curtains and talked. He 
- spoke of love, of marriage, and again 
and again of the wonder of her great, 
dark eyes. He talked a lot, for he 
was afraid of the silences, afraid that 
suddenly he might hear his voice ask- 


ing for the answer to the puzzle of. 
her hate for him. Suppose it should: 


return? 


And she spoke of the Russia they | 


-were building, how hard they 
worked. 

“And that was why I hated you, 
'Dickee.” She felt him stiffen, and 
moved a little out of the circle of 
-his arms so that she could face him 
- better. “And when I knew I must 
_ love you, I hated you more, and my- 
self, too. For I knew I must love 
‘you when you looked at me like that 


at the station. And when you fell,: 
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I almost cried out in pain. But then 
your bag fell open, and I saw all your 


‘clothes, so rich, so costly. How could 


I know that in America, a worker can 
afford such things?” 

“And so you thought I was a son 
of the idle rich, a playboy?” 

“Yes, Dickee, just a playboy, who 
would soon go back and maybe even 
print big lies about us in the news- 
papers because he couldn’t get a little 
ice water in a hurry. But that wasn’t 
all, Dickee. I am a woman. I like 
lovely things, beautiful clothes. It 
seemed so easy to relent a little, to 
be kind to you. And then, no more 
hard work, no more office routine, 
no more bickering at committee 
meetings. I would travel, see the 
world. I—I was afraid, Dickee.” 

“And what, my darling, made you 
change your mind about me?” 

“Tt was Teddy Gleason. Only this 
morning, he talked about you and 
showed me how wrong I had been, 
just in one sentence.” 

“That must have been some sen- 
tence. What did he say?” 

“You remember, this morning, 
Dickee, you were talking with Vera 
Krasnaya? Well, Teddy was talking 
with me, and first he looked at Vera 
and then at you. Then he shook his 
head and said: 

“Dicky always 
worker.’ ” 

Tanya could never understand 
afterward why Richard threw back 
his head and laughed—a rich, musi- 
cal, tenderly amused laugh. But she 
wasn’t given enough time then to 
wonder. For Richard lifted her upon 
his knees and kissed her again and 
again and again. 

“Tanya, little great-eyed beloved,” 
he murmured, “I love you.” 

That was all that was necessary 
for Tanya. She merely gave him 


was a_ fast 


- her lps, arms around his neck. 


YOUR WEEK 


The major influences this week are 
largely in your favor. Unexpected finan- 
cial and business benefits will come to you, 
although you may be put to some unex- 
pected expense. You will have opportunity 
to advance your love and marriage inter- 
ests to a considerable degree. Employ- 
ment benefits will come to you and you 
will also be benefited in matters pertaining 
to your environment. However, your judg- 
ment will not be any too good in environ- 
mental matters and you may fail to take 
full advantage of the influences that are 
beneficial in this regard. There will be a 
tendency on your part to divide your 
thoughts between business matters and 
your employment duties to an extent that 
may reduce your efficiency in both respects. 
Also you may permit social activities to 
rob you of needed sleep, to your reduced 
working efficiency. Your judgment in mat- 
ters pertaining to real estate will not be 
good at this time, so postpone important 
decisions in this regard. You should re- 
strain any inclination to become extrava- 
gant in money matters, as the consequences 
may be far-reaching. 


DAY BY DAY 
Hours mentioned are Eastern standard 
time. If not using that time, make cor- 
rection to the time you are using. 


Saturday, During the early-morning 
November hours, things will be some- 
28th what quiet. From 10:30 

h a. m. to 12:30 p. m., avoid 
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unnecessary business transac- 
tions and mark time in love 
and marriage matters. It is 
not a good time to write love 
letters nor to unnecessarily 
travel. Unexpected financial 
benefits may come to you at 
this time, possibly through 
the mail or from near kindred. 
Between 2:00 p. m. and 4:30 
p. m., favorable developments 
in marriage matters may take 
place, but unexpected obsta- 
cles may appear, most likely 
of a financial and business na- 
ture. You may be assisted 
by near relatives. Between 
5:30 p. m. and 8:00 p. m., you 
may receive financial benefits 
from an unlooked-for source, 
as a result of your mental ac- 
tivity, and business benefits 
may be received. Your social 
popularity will increase. A 
short journey may be taken 
with beneficial results. Be- 
tween 8:30 p. m. and 10:30 
p. m., your mind will be un- 
settled, and you should avoid 
making important decisions, 
especially in business matters, 
traveling and dealings with 
near kindred. Be careful what 
you write and what you sign 
at this time, as it will prob- 
ably not reflect your real view- 
point, though seemingly so at 
the time. 
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Sunday, 


November 


29th 


Monday, 
November 


30th 


© 
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During the _ early-morning 
hours, mark time in employ- 
ment and environmental mat- 
ters and avoid unnecessary 
changes. It is not a good 
time for transactions con- 
nected with real estate. Do 
not become romantic, but 
keep your mind on practical 
things. Between 11:00 a. m. 
and 12:30 p. m., unlooked-for 
expense may come to you, 
possibly ,as a result of a 


short journey taken by your- . 


self or some one else, and 
possibly in some manner con- 
nected with near kindred. Be 
skeptical of any sudden im- 
pulses to make changes or to 
do unusual things at this 
time, as they will probably be 
to your detriment. You will 
have an inclination to assert 
your freedom from the house- 
tops, figuratively speaking, 
but keep your thoughts to 
yourself. The rest of the aft- 
ernoon will be much better 
for you and some annoying 
matters will straighten out. 
Between. 3:00 p. m. and 5:00 
p. m., environmental benefits 
may be received and you may 
profit in business and occupa- 
tional matters, Near kindred 
will be of assistance to you. 
Some benefits may come to 
you in connection with real 
estate. The evening hours 
will be somewhat quiet. 


During the morning hours, 
mark time in home afiairs and 
avoid unnecessary _ business 
transactions. Curtail your 
social activities. It is not a 
good time to consult lawyers 
nor to travel. Between 11:30 
a. m. and 1:00 p. m., unex- 
pected financial benefits may 
come to you and home affairs 
will be benefited in an un- 
Jooked-for manner. Between 
4:30 p. m. and 6:00 p. m., 
business and home benefits 
may be received; mark time 
in marriage matters and keep 
your temper under control in 
your home life and marriage 
relations. Avoid extravagance 
at this time. Between 11:00 
}. m. and midnight, your 
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December 


1st 


Wednesday, 
December 


2nd 
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judgment will be poor in busi- 
ness and social matters and 
also in matters pertaining to 
your environment. Be care- 
ful of your speech and of 
what you write or sign. It is 
not a good time for transac- 
tions involving real estate, so 
avoid signing papers affecting 
it at this time, if you can 
do so. 


The early-morning hours may 
bring home and environmen- 
tal benefits, but mark time in 
occupational matters, espe- 
cially where they come into 
conflict with home affairs. Be- 
tween 8:30 a. m. and 10:00 
a. m., home and employment 
benefits may be received, and 
ea may profit as a result of 

usiness transactions. It is a 
good time for planning in 
business matters. The later 
morning hours and the after- 
noon hours will be somewhat 
quiet. Between 6:30 p. m. 
and 8:00 p. m., mark time in 
love, marriage and home af- 
fairs and avoid transacting 
unnecessary business. It is 
not a good time to travel nor 
to consult lawyers. Curtail 
your social activities. The re- 
maining evening hours are 
somewhat quiet. 


Employment matters will be 
benefited during the early- 
morning hours; mark time in 
matters of environment and 
avoid transactions in real 
estate. Between 9:30 a. m. 
and 11:00 a. m., your judg- 
ment will be poor in love, 
marriage and business mat- 
ters. It is not a good time for 
social activities. Avoid un- 
necessary traveling, and do 
not make travel plans at this 
time. Do not write love let- 
ters. Be careful of your 
speech or you may say some- 
thing you will afterward re- 
gret. It is not a good time 
to discuss business matters 
with your fiancé, as a misun- 
derstanding might arise. Be- 
tween 11:00 a. m. and 12:15 
Pp. m., employment matters 
and love interests may come 
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and actions carefully. 
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into conflict. Attend to your 
employment duties, if pos- 
sible, as your love interests 
can be taken care of later. 
Between 3:15 p. m. and 4:30 
p. m., unexpected financial 
expense may come to you as a 
result of entertaining, or some 
other social activity, or devel- 
opments in your love affairs 
may put you to unlooked-for 
expense for clothes or in some 
other manner. Avoid uncon- 
ventional conduct at this 
time; be careful in love-mak- 
ing. Between 8:30 p. m. and 
10:00 p. m., you may be men- 
tally upset over business and 
employment matters, but it 
will probably be nothing seri- 
ous if you watch your. speech 
It is 
not a good time to travel nor 
to make travel plans. Avoid 
becoming romantic at this 
time. 


During the _ early-morning 
hours you will be under ex- 
cellent influences with respect 
to love and marriage matters; 
be careful to avoid unconven- 
tional conduct in courtship. 
Business benefits may be re- 
ceived. The finances of mar- 
riage partner or sweetheart 
will improve and may result 
in marriage benefits and the 
carrying out of marriage 
plans. Some unexpected finan- 
cial expense may occur, which 
may be more than counter- 
balanced by unexpected finan- 
cial benefits received. It will 
be the commencement of a 
honeymoon journey for many 
of you; pleasurable and profit- 
able journeys will come to 
many more of you, or you 
will profit by the journeys of 
some one else. You may be 
benefited as a result of legal 
procedure. Between 7:30 
a. m. and 9:00 a. m., avoid 
extravagance in money mat- 
ters and avoid unnecessary 
business transactions. If not 
careful, you may incur need- 
less expense on account of so- 
cial activities or love inter- 
ests. Between 2:00 p. m. and 
8:30 p. m., employment bene- 
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fits may be received and 
working conditions will be 
more pleasant. Between 4:30 
p. m. and 6:00 p. m., you 
can advance your love and 
marriage interests by clear 
thinking; business _ benefits - 
may come to you as a result 
of your mental activity. The 
remaining evening hours will 
be quiet, 


During the early-morning 
hours, mark time in employ- 
ment and marriage matters. 
Between 8:15 a. m. and 10:00 
a. m., environmental condi- 
tions may be somewhat re- 
strictive. Keep mentally alert 
in matters of employment. 
Mark time in love and court- 
ship. Avoid unnecessary 
business transactions, espe- 
cially if it pertains to real 
estate. However, unexpected 
financial benefits may come 
to you, probably as a result 
of business previously trans- 
acted. Opportunity for an 
elopement will come to many 
at this time. Between 10:00 
a. m. and 11:00 a. m., your 
mind will be tense, and if not 
careful, you will do some 
foolish thing on the spur of: 
the moment that will cost you 
unlooked-for expense. Avoid 
unnecessary business transac- 
tions at this time. Watch 
your speech carefully. Be- 
tween noon and 1:15 p. m.,, 
employment benefits will be 
received by many of you, pos- 
sibly a change of employment, 
or you may enter upon an oc- 
cupation for yourself. Be- 
tween 6:45 p. m. and 8:00 
p. m., mark time in employ- 
ment matters and keep alert 
mentally. It is not a good 
time to become romantic. Be 
careful in matters of diet and 
do not eat any unusual dishes. 
Do not’ experiment with 
strange drinks. Avoid worry- 
ing. You probably won't 
know what you are worrying 
about if you do worry at this 
time—just an intangible feel- 
ing that something is going to 
happen. The feeling will 
shortly pass. Between 10:30 


~ business interests by careful planning. 
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p. m. and midnight, unex- 
pected financial benefits may 
come to you; employment 
matters may be benefited in 
an unlooked-for manner. 


The influences affecting the particular 
zodiacal group to which you belong are 
given in the “Born Between—” section of 
this article, which you should also consult. 
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IF YOU WERE BORN BETWEEN 
March 21st and April 20th 
(Aries 9) 
—Aries people born between March 21st 
and 28th will receive unexpected financial 
benefits this week. You will have an ex- 
cellent opportunity to advance love and 
marriage interests. Mark time in occupa- 
tional matters. Best days for you this 


‘week are Saturday and Wednesday. Mark 


time on Monday. If born between March 
29th and April 5th, mark time in marriage 
matters and keep your temper under con- 
trol. Be careful around fire and sharp in- 
struments. You will be mentally alert in 
business matters and can advance oe 

‘p- 
portunity to advance your love interests 
will come to you but be careful in your 
planning. Mark time in occupational mat- 
ters. Best days for you this week are 
Saturday and Wednesday. Mark time on 
Monday. If born between April 6th and 
12th, be alert in your employment. Busi- 
ness matters may be advanced by clear 
thinking and proper planning. Mark time 
in your love affairs. Environmental condi- 
tions will be less restrictive. Best days for 
you this week are Sunday and Thursday. 


‘Mark time on Tuesday. If born between 


April 18th and 20th, you will receive bene- 
fits as a result of business transactions. 
Your popularity will increase. A profitable 
journey may be taken by you or by some 
one to your advantage. It is a good time 


‘to consult lawyers, from or through whom 


benefits may be received. Best days for 


‘you this week are Sunday and Friday. 


Mark time on Tuesday. 


April 20th and May 21st 
(Taurus y ) 
--Taureans born between April 20th and 
88th will have the unexpected happen in 
money matters this week. Opportunity to 
advance your love and marriage interests 
will come to you. You may profit as a 
result of business activities and occupa- 
tional benefits may come to you. Your 


.sary business transactions. 
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social popularity will increase. ‘Best days 
for you this week are Monday and Friday. 
Mark time on Wednesday. If born be- 
tween April 29th and May 6th, mark time 
in marriage matters. Business transactions 
may bring you profit, probably as a result 
of mental activity. Your social popularity 
will increase. Best day for you this week 
is Monday. Mark time on Wednesday. 
If born between May 7th and 13th, work- 
ing conditions will be more pleasant. You 
may receive business, financial and occu- 
pational benefits. You will be socially 
popular. Environmental benefits will be 
received. Best day for you this week is 
Tuesday. Mark time on Thursday. If 
born between May 14th and 2lst, minor 
business benefits may be received. Your 
popularity will increase. Best day for you 
this week. is Tuesday. Mark time on 
Friday. 


May 21st and June 21st 
(Gemini yr) 
—Geminians born between May 2\st and 
29th will receive minor financial benefits 
this week. Mark time in love and mar- 
Tiage matters. You may receive occupa- 
tional benefits. Best day for you this week 
is Wednesday. Mark time on Friday. If 
born between May 30th and June 6th, mar- 
riage benefits will come to you, but keep a 
close watch over your speech and actions. 
Avoid unnecessary business dealings. You 
may profit from occupational activities of 
a routine nature. It will be a week of 
mixed social experiences—some pleasant, 
some possibly annoying. Best day for you 
this week is Wednesday. If born between 
June 7th and 13th, keep alert in employ- 
ment matters and attend carefully to your 
employment duties. It is not a good time 
for travel plans. Mark time in matters of 
environment. Minor financial benefits may 


be received. Best day for you this week is 


Thursday. Mark time on Sunday. If born 
between June 14th and 21st, avoid unneces- 
It is not a good 
time to travel nor to consult with lawyers. 
Curtail your social activities. Best day for 
you this week is Friday. Mark time on 
Sunday. 


June 21st and July 23rd 
(Cancer o5) 
—Cancerians born between June 21st and 
29th will be benefited financially this week 
in an unexpected manner. Avoid unneces- 
sary ‘business transactions, especially in 
connection with real estate. You can ad- 


“vance love and marriage interests to a 
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minor degree. Best day for you this week 
is Friday. If born between June 30th and 
July 7th, mark time in marriage matters. 
You may receive minor business benefits, 
Curtail your social activities. If born be- 
tween July 8th and 15th, employment bene- 
fits may be received. You may advance 
your business interests by clear thinking. 
Mark time in love. A beneficial change in 
your environment may occur at this time. 
If born between July 16th and 23rd, minor 
business benefits may be received. You 
will be socially popular. Best day for you 
this week is Tuesday. 


July 23rd and August 23rd 
(Leo Q) 

—Leo natives born between July 23rd and 
81st may be put to unexpected financial 
expense this week, probably in connection 
with entertainment and social activities, 
“showers” and other events connected with 
love affairs. You may profit as a result 
of business transactions. A beneficial jour- 
ney may be taken, by you or by some one 
to your advantage. New friends and busi- 
ness associates will be made. Best day for 
you this week is Saturday. If born be- 
tween August Ist and 8th, you will have 
an excellent opportunity to advance love 
and marriage interests. Business and mar- 
riage benefits will come to you. Your so- 
cial popularity will increase. You will be 
benefited in a financial way. Best day for 
you this week is Saturday. If born be- 
tween August 9th and 15th, working con- 
ditions will be more pleasant. Business 
benefits may come to you through your 
mental activity. You will benefit finan- 
cially to a minor degree. You will be 
socially popular. Mark time in matters of 
environment. Best day for you this week 
is Sunday. If born between August 16th 
and 23rd, business benefits will come to 
you. A profitable journey may be taken by 
you or by some one to your advantage. It 
Is a good time to consult lawyers, especially 
if seeking employment from them. You 
will be socially popular. Best days for you 
this week are Sunday and Friday. 


August 23rd and September 23rd 
(Virgo 17) 
—Virgo natives born between August 23rd 
and 31st will receive unexpected financial 
and employment benefits this week. Mark 
time in business matters and curtail your 
social activities. Also mark time in love 
.and marriage matters. Benefits may come 
to you in some manner connected with real 
estate. Best day for you this week is Mon- 
day. Mark time on Saturday. If born be- 
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tween September Ist and 8th, the influences 
will be mixed in marriage matters. Some 
benefits may be received. Mark time in 
matters that do not run smoothly. Avoid 
unnecessary business transactions. It is 
not a good time to travel. Financial bene- 
fits may come in connection with employ- 
ment and occupational matters. Best day 
for you this week is Monday. Mark time 
on Saturday. If born between September 
9th and 15th, keep alert in employment 
matters. Financial benefits may be re- 
ceived. Your judgment will not be good 
in business matters. Avoid unnecessary 
traveling or the making of travel plans. 
Environmental conditions may be some- 
what restrictive. Best day for you this 
week is Tuesday. Mark time on Sunday. 
If born between September 16th and 23rd, 
avoid unnecessary business transactions. It 
is not a good time to travel nor to consult 
with lawyers. Avoid litigation, Curtail 
your social activities. Best day for you 
ie week is Tuesday. Mark time on Sun- 
ay. 


September 23rd and October 23rd 
(Libra .) 
—Librans born between September 23rd 
and 30th will have the unexpected happen 
in money matters this week, with possibly 
mixed results. Business benefits will be 
received; avoid unnecessary transactions in 
real estate. Socially you will be popular 
in some quarters but not so popular in 
others. Best days for you this week are 
Saturday and Wednesday. Mark time on 
Monday. If born between October 1st 
and 8th, there will be much activity in mar- 
riage matters which you may be able to 
turn to good account if you keep control of 
your temper and speech; otherwise misun- 
derstandings and strife might ensue. Be 
careful around fire and sharp instruments. 
You can advance your love interests by 
careful planning. You will be socially 
popular. Mark time in occupational mat- 
ters. Best days for you this week are Sat- 
urday and Wednesday. Mark time on 
Monday, especially in home life and mar- 
riage matters. If born between October 
9th and 16th, minor employment benefits 
may be received. Mark time in love and 
courtship. Environmental conditions may 
be somewhat restrictive in marriage mat- 
ters. Best days for you this week are Sun- 
day and Thursday. Mark time on Tues- 
day. If born between October 17th and 


23rd, you will profit as a result of business 


transactions. Your social popularity will 
increase. A beneficial journey may be 
taken by you or by some one to your ad- 


142, 


vantage. It is a good time to consult law- 
yers, especially if seeking employment from 
them. If estranged from wife or husband, 
it is an excellent time to seek reconciliation. 
Best days for you this week are Sunday, 
for planning, and Friday, for reconciliation 
or the advancement of your love interests. 


October 23rd and November 22nd 
(Scorpio 17) ) 

—Scorpio people born between October 
28rd and 81st will meet with unexpected 
expense this week. Minor business and 
occupational benefits may be received. Op- 
portunity to advance love and marriage in- 
terests will come to you, but avoid uncon- 
ventionality. Best days for you this week 
are Monday and Friday. Mark time on 
Wednesday, especially in heart affairs. If 
born between November Ist and 7th, you 
will have an excellent opportunity to ad- 
vance your love and marriage interests. 
Financial benefits may come to you. You 
will be socially popular. Business benefits 
may be received as a result of clear think- 
ing. Best day for you this week is Mon- 
day. Mark time on Wednesday. If born 
between November 8th and 15th, employ- 
ment benefits will be received. You may 

ofit as a result of mental activity in 
Baaues matters. A beneficial change of 
environment may occur. Financial bene- 
fits may come to you. You will have op- 
portunity to advance your love interests, 
Best day for you this week is Tuesday, on 
which day home benefits may also come 
te you. Mark time on Thursday. If born 
between November 16th and 22nd, business 
transactions may bring you profit and you 
can advance your social interests. Best 
day for you this week is Tuesday. Mark 
time on Friday. 


November 22nd and December 22nd 
(Sagittarius 7) 
—Sagittarians born between November 
22nd and 29th will have the unexpected 
happen in money matters this week; 
whether good or bad will largely depend 
upon your previous actions. Opportunity 
to advance your love and marriage inter- 
ests will come to you. You may receive 
occupational benefits. Best day for you 
this week is Wednesday, especially for 
making progress in love and marriage mat- 
ters. Mark time on Saturday and avoid 
unnecessary journeys, and Friday in em- 
ployment and other important matters. If 
born between November 30th and Decem- 
ber 7th, you will have an excellent oppor- 
tunity to advance your marriage interests. 
Business transactions may prove profitable. 
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You may receive financial benefits. Prog- 
ress can be made in love affairs. You will 
be socially popular. Best day for you this 
week is Wednesday. Mark time on Satur- 
day. If born between December 8th and 
14th, keep alert mentally in employment 
matters. Occupational and business bene- 
fits may come to you. Mark time in mat- 
ters of environment. Avoid unnecessary 
transactions in real estate. Be careful 
around dangerous bodies of water, and 
avoid falls. Best day for you this week is 
Thursday. Mark time on Sunday. If born 
between December 15th and 22nd, you may 
be benefited in a business way. A profit- 
able journey may be taken by you or by 


‘some one to your advantage. It is a good 


time to consult lawyers and to seek em- 
ployment from them. Best day for you 
this week is Friday. Mark time on Sunday. 


December 22nd and January 20th 
(Capricorn }f) 
—Capricornians born between December 
22nd and 29th will receive unexpected 
financial benefits this week. Opportunity 
to advance your love and marriage interests 
will come to you. You may receive occupa- 
tional benefits. You will be socially popu- 
lar. Mark time on Monday. If born be- 
tween December 30th and January 6th, 
mark time in marriage matters. Oppor- 
tunity to advance your love interests may 
come to you. You may profit from busi- 
ness transactions. Your social popularity 
will increase. Mark time on Monday. If . 
born between January 7th and 13th, em- 
ployment benefits will come to you. You 
may profit as a result of mental activity in 
business matters. A beneficial change of 
environment may take place, or beneficial 
adjustments made at this time. Benefits 
connected with real estate may be received 
by you. Mark time on Tuesday. If born 
between January 14th and 20th, you may 
profit from business dealings. You will be 
socially popular. Mark time on Tuesday. 


January 20th and February 19th 
(Aquarius «) 
—Aquarians born between January 20th 
and 28th will be put to unexpected expense 
this week. You will have an excellent op- 
portunity to advance love and marriage in- 
terests. Occupational benefits may be re- 
ceived. Best day for you this week is Sat- 
urday. Mark time on Wednesday. If born 
between January 29th and February 5th, 
love and marriage interests can be materi- 
ally advanced by you. Business benefits 
may be received. Your finances will be in 
better condition. Best day for you this 
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week is Saturday, Mark time on Wednes- 
day. If born between February 6th and 
12th, keep alert in employment matters. 
Business benefits may come to you as a 
result of your mental activity. You will 
have opportunity to advance your love in- 
terests. Environmental conditions will be 
less restrictive. Best day for you this week 
is Sunday. Mark time on Thursday. If 
born between February 13th and 19th, you 
may take a pleasant and profitable journey, 
or one may be taken by some one to your 
advantage. Business transactions will bring 
you profit. Your social popularity will in- 
crease and new friends will be made by you. 
It is a good time to deal with lawyers. Best 
day for you this week is Sunday. Mark 
time on Friday. 


February 19th and March 21st 
(Pisces }¢) 

—Pisceans born between February 19th 
and 27th will receive unexpected financial 
benefits this week. Mark time in love and 
marriage matters. Business transactions 
connected with real estate may bring profit. 
Occupational benefits may be received. 
Best day for you this week is Monday. 
Mark time on Saturday and Friday. If 
born between February 28th and March 
6th, mark time in love and marriage mat- 
ters. Occupational benefits may be re- 
ceived. Best day for you this week is 
Monday. Mark time on Saturday. If born 
between March 7th and 13th, mark time in 
employment matters. Your judgment will 
be poor in a business way, Opportunity to 
advance your love interests will come to 
you. Environmental conditions may be 
somewhat restrictive. Be careful around 
dangerous bodies of water and avoid falls. 
If born between March 14th and 21st, mark 
time in business matters. It is not a good 
time to consult lawyers. Avoid unnecessary 
traveling. Curtail your social activities. 
Best day for you this week is Tuesday. 
Mark time on Snday, 


Note for “Born Between—” readers: The 
week referred to begins with Saturday, 
November 28th, and ends with Friday, De- 
cember 4th. Compare with information 
given in “Your Week” and “Day by Day” 
to see what the general influences are. 


fe 
MORE ABOUT SAGITTARIUS 
PEOPLE 


If you were born between November 
22nd and 27th, you have many accomplish- 
ments and are seldom out of work. You 


_than an art. 
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are scientific-minded and your judgment is 
good in business matters. You are agree- 
able, pleasant and peace-loving, generous in 
a practical way. You are successful in busi- 
ness and respected by others. If too much 
alone, you may become melancholy. You 
should avoid unprofitable enterprises, even 
if temporarily you may be compelled to do 
something that you dislike, as eventually 
you will find a remunerative occupation 
more to your liking. You should avoid 
litigation, if possible.’ Although you have 
many friends, few come to know you in- 
timately. You are sportsmanlike competi- 
tors. The distress of others deeply affects 
you, unless it is caused through their own 
wilful actions. You love family life and 
kindred. You are dutiful and sometimes 
become imposed upon because of it. You 
like to vacation in wild places. You make 
good draftsmen, engineers and architects, 
and are good at drawings or graphs that 
are made to a scale. You would succeed in 
crime detection by scientific means, if you 
let others provide you with the data to 
work from. You have a talent for music 
which you can commercialize. 

If you were born between November 
28th and December 2nd, you thoroughly 
familiarize’ yourself with interesting sub- 
jects and gain advancement in commercial 
life as a result of your comprehensive 
knowledge along certain lines. Your ac- 
complishments are many and you are sel- 
dom out of work. Some of you become 
professional people, but your financial suc- 
cess is apt to be greater ins business pur- 
suits. You are just and fearless. You im- 
prove present methods but may fail to gain 
financially thereby. You love peace and 
harmony; you are domestically inclined and 
face hardship cheerfully. Success does not 
turn your head. You should direct into 
proper channels your enthusiasm and if you 
find that you are pursuing an unprofitable 
course, you should not persist in it. You 
are inclined to be too impulsive at times 
and should guard against it. You will ac- 
quire more wealth if you will adjust your- 
self to environment and circumstance than 
you will by constant change. Find what 
you like to do and then stick to it. You 
dance gracefully and are socially popular. 
In athletics you have good codrdination of 
muscles and balance. You may succeed if 
you turn to literature as a business rather 
You would be good in tech- 
nical or analytical articles. 

If you were born between December 8rd 
and 7th, you are romantic and imagina- 
tive. You like to travel, to read travel 
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literature arid to see travel films and news 
reels, You may inherit or gain wealth suf- 
ficient to satisfy your travel longing. You 
are restless mentally and active physically. 
You are honorable, courageous, cheerful 
and socially popular, You are steadfast in 
love and friendship. You love home and 
family. You may become proficient in 
astronomy and may study metaphysics. If 
you become engaged in church activities, 
the business affairs of the church will prob- 
ably be brought to your attention, pos- 
sibly as trustee. You should avoid dip- 
lomatic service abroad, as attaché of the 
service or otherwise, as you will otherwise 
lose more than you gain. Your memory 
is good. You should avoid excess in pleas- 
ure-seeking. You should practice self-con- 
tro} at all times. You may succeed in 
newspaper work. 


SF 
COMMENTS BY KAI 


Life may be compared to an adding ma- 
chine; your acts to its keys. Whatever 
keys you depress, will give you their total 
when the lever is pulled. If the wrong keys 
are struck, the total will not be what you 
desire. Two and two make four. You can- 
not do wrong acts and expect right results, 
Nature totals your acts, no matter what 
they may be. Ignorance of nature’s add- 
ing machine will not save you from its 
totals. If you accidentally fall off a high 
wall, you will as surely be drawn down 
by gravity as though you deliberately 
jumped; but whether you do a thing ig- 
norantly, or with full knowledge, will have 
much to do with its effects upon your in- 
most being. If you merely follow blind 
force, you are like wind-blown gossamer. 
Once you learn that life is scientific and 
that even your most trivial action is a part 
of the total that will be yourself at the end 
of your life, you will begin to think clearly 
on life’s meaning and do with deliberation 
the things that will most nearly perfect 
you. You will take subtotals along the sta- 
tions of life, as a bookkeeper takes sub- 
totals on his adding machine, and in that 
way you can note your progress. Daily 
actions are cumulative. If they are di- 
rected toward a definite goal, the grand 
total will be greater than you may have 
the faintest idea. If they are constantly 
balanced by variable aims and desires 
given way to, the net balance will be small. 
Whether that balance will be good or evil, 
will be according te the preponderance of 
your good or evil actions. Ignorance of 
life’s mathematical laws will be no defense, 
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save that one who unknowingly does the 
things that place him in the red on the 
ledger of the Book of Life, will suffer less 
acutely than if he acted wilfully. He whe 
knowingly controls his destiny and shapes 
it to his undoing, must face the added bur- 
den of his conscious—wilful disobedience to 
the law of his being. Count each act as a 
sum on life’s adding machine; then learn the 
mathematics of life. Unlock for yourself 
the rudiments of life’s arithmetic. When 
you know within yourself what produces 
harmony and what produces discord in your 
body, mind and soul, you will truly under- 
stand what is good and what is evil, rather 
than be dependent upon some one else for 
their definition. Until you understand 
them, you will be following a haphazard 
code that may be right or may be wrong, 
or may be. a mixture of both. You can- 
not afford half truths when you can know 
the truth for yourself. Your knowledge 
must be more than a mental acceptance of 
what some one else says; it must be knowl- 
edge based on your own experiences in life. 
Watch the transformation that will come to 
you following a conscious change in the 
character of your thoughts and your ac- 
tions. Choose wisely your thoughts and 
then, by the use of your will, exclude un- 
desirable thoughts from your mind at all 
times. Your progress toward peace and 
happiness will be rapid, once you have 
done this, no matter what may have been 
the suffering, sorrow and hardships you 
have theretofore endured. 
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* THE STAR QUESTION BOX * 
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Kai does not send answers by mail 


F. N. M., female, born March 28, 1916, 
about 11:55 p. m., Indiana: There are 
three possible marriages in your life, one 
of which will bring home life discord should 
you contract it. This marriage which you 
should avoid by being forewarned, is apt to 
be to a person considerably older than your- 
self, of a morose, grouchy disposition, with 
your interests as antagonistic as fire and 
water. The thing that is apt to obscure 
your judgment is your desire for a home 
of your own. That is natural, but in your 
case you should consider other mutual in- 
terests as well, lacking which, you might 
find that it was a home in name only. If 
not on the alert to guard against it, this 
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possible, disastrous marriage is apt to occur 
-before two other very fine opportunities 
for marriage come to you, thereby tying 
tt hands when real opportunity presents 

These two opportunities for mar- 
— may come close together. One will 
be to a person of a jovial disposition and 
probably a keen-minded business man. The 
ether will be to a fiery lover. You will 
probably be happy with either one of these. 
Other opportunities, if any, will likely be 
of your own planning. During the next 
five years you will be passing through a 
period of much social activity though pos- 
sibly in restricted circles. Opportunities to 
marry will come to you during the years 
from 1938 to 1942 inclusive, with chances 
in favor of your choosing happily a little 
better than even. You can increase those 
chances materially by bearing in mind the 
foregoing. 


Miss H. L. P., born March 23, 1915, 
about 9:00 a, m., "Virginia: Marriage will 
be apt to come to you more readily if you 
take the initiative and use your mind to 
bring it about, than if you wait for oppor- 
tunities to present themselves. Your mar- 
riage partner will probably be one whose 
mental interests are congenial with your 
own and for your own happiness, you 
should choose such a person, with as many 
other harmonies between you as possible. 
You will have an excellent opportunity to 
become married during the next eighteen 
months, if you keep alert mentally and 
make marriage a first order of business, I 
wish you success. 


U. M., female, born January 27, 1912, 
7:00 p. m.: I have examined your horo- 
scope and that of the man ‘in whom you 
are particularly interested, and both horo- 
scopes show possible marriage during the 
next two years. You will, therefore, have 
an excellent chance of marrying him, if 
you want him. I have compared your 
horoscopes, and were it not for what you 
say in your letter, I would advise you to 
look in another direction for a marriage 
partner, as I am fearful that you will find 
more of discord in your marriage to him, if 
it takes place, than you will find of har- 
mony. Thanks for writing me, and I hope 
everything comes out all right. 


Riva, born August 23, 1919, about 10:00 
a. m., Pennsylvania: This date fell on 
Saturday. I have examined your horo- 
scope and that of your sweetheart. There 
are some very fine harmonies between you 
and some noticeable discords, Part of the 
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discords are mental on his part, and can 
be pushed into the background if he will 
just accept you as something he can’t 
make over to any appreciable extent; if he 
succeeded, he would probably produce dis- 
cord where harmony now prevails between 
you. On your part, you shoud not be too 
strenuous in trying to regulate his business 
or employment according to your own 
ideas. There will be plenty of lines on 
which you can agreeable codperate in this 
regard, to your mutual benefit. If you will 
bear this in mind, both of you, and make 
such other mutual adjustments as you may 
find necessary from time to time, the agree- 
ments between you should produce happi- 
aes for both of you. Present financial and 
eupoyment conditions are apt to prevail 
with your sweetheart for about another 
year, after which there will be an improve- 
ment for him in several directions. You 
may marry the latter part of 1937 or some- 
time in 1938, but will probably have ob- 
stacles to surmount at that time and for a 
few months following marriage, when you 
will come under very good influences, You 
have rather an unusual horoscope, with 
heart interests highly stressed, and ulti- 
mately you may become an accomplished 
performer on some instrument, possibly the 
violin, or may come before the public in 
some other manner in an entertainment 
capacity, with prospects of much success. 


Miss L. E., born April 2, 1912, 1:15 
a.m., Massachusetts: Next year, 1937, will 
bring you under very good influences with 
respect to employment, financial and home- 
life affairs, This may result in other 
changes, the meeting of new people, et 
cetera. About 1938, you will have acquired 
a new social circle, if you take advantage 
of your opportunities during 1937. 


Miss B. S. R., born January 4, 1909, 
New York: During your life you will have 
several opportunities to marry and the de- 
gree of your happiness will depend on which 
you take. One possible marriage may re- 
sult from a romantic affair in which ma- 
terial values are lost sight of, and if you 
make such a marriage, your home life will 
be one of worry and apprehensive uncer- 
tainty. Another opportunity might result in 
a sudden marriage, probably to a person 
with an unusual vocation. Should you 
marry such a person, your happiness would 
depend largely upon your mutual willing- 
ness to codperate. Another marriage pos- 
sibility is to a person of steady working 
habits, with an agreeable and happy dis- 
position, and if you marry such a person, 
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you will probably find much happiness. 
These opportunities may occur within sev- 
eral years of each other. Opportunity for 
marriage will come to you during 1938. 


M. A. C. J., female, born January 5, 1914, 
Towa: You gave me the hour of your 
birth, but didn’t state whether it was a. m. 
or p. m. You will probably marry sud- 
denly during 1937 or the fore part of 1938. 


Miss V. M., born August 5, 1920, 1:30 
a. m., Massachusetts: You will really fall 
in love during the next two years and will 
probably marry within that time. I am 
glad to hear that you enjoy reading “Com- 
ments by Kai.” Thanks. 


Miss G. M. S., born August 15, 1916, 
4:00 a. m., Rhode Island: There will be 
much social activity for you during the 
next four years, and opportunity for mar- 
riage will present itself during that time, 
with more than one suitor likely to be 
seeking your hand. You will probably 
marry during the last half of 1938 or dur- 
ing 1939. You will have opportunity to 
marry earlier than that, but will probably 
pass it by. 


A. M. D. S., female, born February 8, 
1914, about 4:00 p. m., Missouri: You 
will eventually marry, so do not worry on 
that score. Opportunity to marry will 
come to -you during the next twelve 
months, 


A. O. L., female, born November 23, 
1907, about. 12:00 noon, Canada: Eventu- 
ally you will probably be very happy in 
love. Opportunity to marry will come to 
you during 1940, and you will be mentally 
alert to take advantage of it, if you so de- 
sire. It is possible you might marry dur- 
ing 1938, but that opportunity will not be 
so favorable as the one during 1940. I am 
inclined to think that you are a trifle too 
critical in looking over your marriage pros- 
pects, and that in the past you have con- 
demned some as being unsuitable to you, 
without becoming acquainted with many of 
their good qualities. To the extent that 
you have done this, you have narrowed 
the field of your choice. The extent of 
your popularity will be largely governed 
by yourself. 


Miss J. S., born August 3, 1913, about 
1:00 a. m., Florida: The next twelve 
months will bring opportunity for romance 
and perhaps a romantic marriage. If this 
is passed by, you may marry suddenly in 
1938 or the fore part of 1939. An excellent 
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opportunity for marriage, if then unmar- 
ried, will come to you about 1942. 


Miss M. C. T., born October 2, 1918, 
6:00 p. m., Pennsylvania: You are very 
romantic; but fortunately it is not apt to 
get you into any disastrous marriage. You 
will probably marry happily during the 
next eighteen months, a person of stead- 
fast love, who will prove his love by deeds 
rather than words. He will be reliable, 
serious-minded anda hard worker, with 
few extravagances and those mostly di- 
rected toward your happiness and comfort. 
Be alert to take advantage of this oppor- 
tunity when it comes to you, for it will 
bring you much happiness. 


Miss A. D. P., born July 20, 1919, 2:00 
p. m.,. Pennsylvania: Opportunity to 
marry will come to you during the next 
twelve months. If alert to take advantage 
of it, you should be able to contract a 
happy and successful marriage during this 
period. 


V. R., born July 24, 1911, 2:00 p. m.,, 
Kentucky: Your best opportunity for a 
very happy marriage during the next few 
years will come to you during 1938, at 
which time you will also be exceptionally 
alert mentally and can easily plan to bring 
it about. Avoid unnecessary delay follow- 
ing your engagement. 


B. B., female, born July 25, 1914, 7:00 
p. m., Canada: In your case, marriage 
probably will be hard to bring about, due 
to your reaction to your opportunities, En- 
gagements are apt to be broken through in- 
decision on your part. Yet marriage is not 
denied to you, if you will use your mental 
faculties to plan its bringing about. If you 
wait for the man to woo you impetuously 
and persistently, you will probably be dis- 
appointed. When you see a man that you 
want, make it your business to create in 
him an interest in yourself, and then marry 
him, before you have time to change your 
mind or do something that will make him 
change his. During 1937, you will have 
an excellent opportunity to use your mind 
to bring about love and marriage. If you 
miss that opportunity, you may go until 
1942 before another favorable opportunity 
will present itself, when a love affair with 
possible marriage, will come to you. If 
that is passed by, you will have an excel- 
lent opportunity té marry during 1944 and 
1945. But if you shy at the marriage halter 
when faced with an opportunity for mar- 
riage, you will probably fail. 


Your Stars And You 


Mrs. H. A. R., mother of girl born 
January 21, 1913, 7:30 p. m.: This date 
fell on Tuesday. Your daughter is rather 
strong-headed in matriage matters and will 
be apt to do her own choosing, regardless 
of the advice of others or what they may 
think. At some time in her life she is ex- 
ceedingly apt to marry hastily, and her 
temperament is such that it is just as well 
for. her to do so, if she decides upon that 
course, Should she think it over, she would 
probably change her mind or complications 
might arise. If she desires to plan for 
successful marriage in preference to one 
dictated by the heart, she will have op- 
portunities during the next five years to 
marry for social position, money, intel- 
lectual advancement. The social position 
and money marriages would prove disap- 
pointing to her, unless social position and 
money came incidental to, rather than a 
prime requisite of, such marriages. The 
mind-stressed marriage would likely prove 
satisfactory. She doesn’t think along lines 
of marriage as most people do, having 
rather definite ideas of her own, and the 
more pressure that is brought to bear upon 
her by others in an attempt to get her 
married, the more likely she will be to mess 
up her life by either abandoning her view- 
point temporarily and resentfully regaining 
it later, or prematurely or unwisely exer- 
cising it in the defense of her hberty of ac- 
tion which she might feel was being en- 
croached upon. Quit worrying about 
whether or not your daughter will be an 
old maid, which you say every one says 
she: will be. She would rather be that, if 
need be, than to marry some one she didn’t 
want. And if others try to choose a hus- 
band for her, she will probably marry one 
of her own choosing and tell them about it 
afterward. I am glad you wrote me. Have 
a heart-to-heart talk with your daughter, 
and she will probably confirm what I have 
just said. Best wishes to both of you. 


Editor’s Note: 
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Satty P., female, born September 6, 1921, 
“at midnight,” Kentucky: You say you 
were born on Tuesday. The above 
fell on Tuesday, so you were probably born 
on September 6th, but “at midnight” might 
be the night between September 5th-6th, 
or the night between September 6th-7th, a 
difference of twenty-four hours. Write me 
again, please. 


Miss L. C., born December 19, 1916, 
about noon, Pennsylvania: This date fell 
on Tuesday, not on Monday, as stated in 
your letter. Opportunities for marriage 
will come to you during 1937 and 1938. If 
these are passed by, it may be 1941 before 
another opportunity presents itself. 


Woman, born July 5, 1906; man born 
March 14, 1898, 6:00 a. m.: There are 
entirely too many discords between these 
two nativities to warrant marriage between 
these two people. There are some har- 
monies, which can be stressed, if they re- 
main on a friendship basis, but they would 
probably be lost sight of in a marriage 
where the antagonisms are so many that 
they could not all very well be ignored. 
The extent of the antagonisms between 
these two will not be fully discovered by 
them until after marriage, should they 
marry. I’m sorry I can’t report favorably. 


A. M., female, born November 14, 1916, 
Pennsylvania: I am sorry that things have 
been going against you; but they won’t al- 
ways be that way. You will have an op- 
portunity to marry during 1937, if you plan 
properly; 1938 will bring another oppor- 
tunity, but an unsatisfactory one; 1940 will 
bring another opportunity that is apt to 
end in marriage, if you are not married by 
that time, but it will probably prove unsat- 
isfactory. If unmarried when 1941 arrives, 
you will probably marry suddenly and will 
likely find married happiness. 


Questions for this department are answered only through 


Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine. Each reader is allowed to ask one question. 
Be sure to give the following data in your letter: date, month, year, and place of 


birth, the hour of the day or night, if possible, and sex. 


Address your letters to 


KAI, care of this magazine, 79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


Miss Mary Morris, who conducts this department, will see to it that you will be 
able to make friends with other readers, though thousands of miles may separate you. 
It must be understood that Miss Morris will undertake to exchange letters only be- 


tween men and men, boys and boys, women and women, girls and girls. All reason- 
able care will be exercised in the introduction of correspondents. If any unsatisfac- 
tory letters are received by our readers, the publishers would appreciate their being 
sent to them. Please sign your name and address when writing. Be sure to inclose 
forwarding postage when sending letters through The Friendliest Corner, so that 
mail can be forwarded. We are not responsible for money (coins) sent through the 
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Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


il, 
Address Miss Mary Morris, Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine, 79 Seventh 


Do not mail letters to these Pen Pals after December 4th. 


‘ANY of you are attracted by 
the lure of water sports, so 
why not get ready for next 

summer? Here is your chance to 
correspond with a professional back- 
stroke swimmer who has competed 
in many races and is_ personally 
acquainted with famous swimming 
stars. He has plenty of time to an- 
swer all letters, and will gladly dis- 
cuss the finer points of swimming 
and diving. Boys, you will certainly 
find it worth while! 


Dear Miss Morris: I’ve never had any 
Pen Pals, and think it would be just fine if 
I could start a correspondence with any one 
who is interested in swimming. I’m a pro- 
fessional backstroke swimmer, have com- 
peted in many races, and know many 
swimming stars. I’m a young man twenty 
years of age, and will gladly exchange snap- 
shots with any one who answers my plea. 
[ promise prompt replies, and am ready to 


talk about swimming, diving, and anything 
else of interest to other Pals. Cuark. 


Married, single, old or young, all 
are welcome here. 


Dear Miss Morris: I’m twenty-six, a 
divorcee, and the mother of a sweet lit- 
tle girl. I want to correspond with any 
one—married, single, old or young—who 
is interested enough to answer my plea. 
I’m considered a good letter writer, live 
in Texas, and I’m right there when it 
comes to friendship. Sum Part. 


See that your State is represented 
on her list. 


Dear Miss Morris: I want to hear 
from at least one Pen Pal from every State 
in the Union. I’m a girl of eighteen, live 
in Chicago, will exchange snapshots, picture 
post cards, souvenirs, and anything of in- 
terest to other Pen Pals. I’ve traveled, 
and feel sure that I’can make my letters 
interesting. I want Pals everywhere. 

Ducuess. 


The Friendliest Corner 


Jolly Gert collects a number of 
interesting things. 


Dear Miss Morris: I’m sending you 
this S O S in the hope that it will bring 
me some Pen Pals.. I’m a good-natured 
girl, considered friendly, sociable, and teach 
school. I’m fond of sports, shows, and 

My hobby is _ collecting— 
stamps, post cards, and small of 
- animals. Come on, Pals, one and all, write 
te me. The first ten will receive desirable 
souvenirs. Jouty Grrr. 


Marnie teaches music and danc- 
ing. 

Dear Miss Morris: I would love to 
correspond with Jewish girls who live in 
New York City, but will answer all letters. 
I’m a girl seventeen years of age, enjoy all 
kinds of sports, teach music, dancing, and 
have done some radio work. I am full of 
fun, like to enjoy myself, and have plenty 
of time for prompt replies. Won’t you try 
me, girls? Marniz. 


This Pal has done stage work in 
Hollywood. 


Dear Miss Morris: I’m a steady 
reader of Love Story Magazine, and think 
your Friendliest Corner is very interest- 
ing. I’m a young man of twenty-three, 
have traveled in most of the United States, 
tried stage work m Hollywood, and at 
present I’m staying near Houston, Texas. 
I’m fond of music, movies, making friends, 
and will gladly answer all letters received. 
Who'll give me a chance? R.A. 


~ Pals, help make her life more in- 
teresting. 


Dear Miss Morris: May I have a Iit- 
tle space to tell the world I’m lonely and 
looking for Pen Pals? I’m a deaf girl of 
twenty-two, and would like to hear from 
Pals everywhere, including those who are 
also deaf. I have brown hair and eyes, a 
cheerful disposition, and do very well in 
swimming and other sports. My hobby is 
letter writing, and I want Pals everywhere. 

Mescenes S, 


She will send you a little toy dog. 


Dear Miss Morris: Won’t you please 
print my plea? I’m a bride, seventeen 
years of age, and although I’m not exactly 
lonesome I want to find a few true-blue 
Pen Pals. I love to travel, and expect 
to make a trip West soon. My hobby is 
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collecting little toy dogs, and I will send one 
to every Pal who answers this plea. 
Savannaw Brive. 


Emmelyne raises canaries. 


Dear Miss Morris: This is Hawaii eall- 
ing! I’m a tall girl in my early Lroaies: 
have a pleasing personality, can play the 
piano, sing, and enjoy tennis and swim- 
ming. My hobby is collecting stamps, and 
IT also raise canaries. Won't some of you 
girls write to me? I can tell you lots of 
interesting things about Honolulu. 

EMMELYNE, 

This Pal enjoys writing letters. 

Dear Miss Morris: Please find room 
for my plea in your Friendliest Corner. 
I'm a girl twenty years of age, employed 
as stenographer, and live in a large city 
in Wisconsin. I want to hear from girls 
everywhere, and will answer all letters 
promptly. I like dancing, outdoor sports, 
and enjoy writing. Girls, if you want a 
real Pal, don’t overlook me, Axyce R. 


She'll give you pointers on beauty 
culture. 


Dear Miss Morris: I’m a Russian girl 
of seventeen, a high-school graduate, and 
at present taking a course in beauty cul- 
ture. I live on a farm not far from town, 
Keep scrapbooks of songs, fashions, inter- 
esting ots, and enjoy outdoor sports. 

Tl ie glad to ico from any one. Mera, 


She’s never too busy to write 
letters. 


Dear Miss Morris: I would like to 


‘hear from girls all over the world. I'ma 


blue-eyed girl of twenty, enjoy knitting, 
sewing, reading, skating, and am never too 
busy to write Otic. Tl be glad to ex- 
change snapshots, picture post cards, and 
anything that is interesting to other Pen 
Pals. Ill answer every letter, so please, 
young and old, don’t pass me by. 
cer Kay. 


Carrie has had offers to go on the 
stage. 

Dear Miss Morris: Will you please 
print my plea? I’m a young married 
woman, and a mother, intensely interested 
in music, and have had offers to go on the 
stage, but settled down after marriage. I 
would appreciate hearing from any one 
who likes to write letters, and promise 
prompt and interesting replies. Come on, 
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single and married Pals, and let’s be 
friends Carrig. 


A lonely young man from South 
Africa. 


Dear Miss Morris: I’m a lonely young 
man of twenty-eight, ready for all the Pals 
you can find for me. I live in South Africa, 
am broad-minded, friendly, and promise 
speedy replies. Any one between twenty- 
one and thirty years of age is welcome. I 
am sure I can make my letters interesting. 

Cueerruu Lex. 


She hopes for an interesting career. 


Dear Miss Morris: Do you think you 
can find me some Pals? I’m a happy-go- 
lucky girl of fifteen, fond of outdoor sports, 
dancing, cooking, writing letters, and draw- 
ing. Some day I hope to become an artist, 
but in the meantime I’m lonesome and 
would love to correspond with girls of any 
age. I'll exchange snapshots, autographs, 
poems, and drawings. Merry Muy. 


Zel collects butterflies. 


Dear Miss Morais: Have you room for 
a lonely young girl who is interested in 
collecting butterflies? I would love to hear 
from girls in Alaska, Canada, New Mexico, 
South America, and our own United States. 
I like sports, making friends, and will gladly 
answer every letter that comes my way. 
Please, girls, let’s be friends. I'll be wait- 
ing. ZEL. 


She’s deeply interested in people. 


Dear Miss Morris: Here’s a call for 
Pals from far and near. I’m a Pennsyl- 
vania girl of twenty, deeply interested in 
people, their opinions, ideas, et cetera. My 
hobbies are art, music, sports, literature, 
and making friends. ‘To the Pal whose let- 
ter reaches me first I will send a framed 
silhouette of my own making. To the 
others I promise prompt replies and sin- 
cere friendship. Who will take me for a 
steady correspondent? Heven K. 


Delight has danced professionally. 


Dear Miss Morris: I would like to 
hear from girls eighteen to twenty-five years 
of age. I’m a girl with copper-colored hair, 
black eyes, and until recently I danced pro- 
fessionally. My dad used to raise horses, 
so horseback riding is one of my favorite 
sports. I also like to swim, and play ten- 
nis, I’ve traveled some, and my ambition 


' plies. One and all are welcome. 


Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine 


is to visit foreign countries. Every letter 
will be answered. DE ica. 


A call for younger Pals. 


Dear Miss Morris: I’m a girl fourteen 
years of age, and would love to have some 
Pen Pals. I am making a scrapbook about 
France, and hope some of the girls who live 
in that country will write to me. I'll ex- 
change souvenirs, and promise prompt re- 
i Lorri. 


Indiana Kit enjoys gardening and 
hiking. 

Dear Miss Morris: Please print my 
plea so some one will write to me. I’m a 
girl of twenty-three, and want to corre- 
spond with Pals from far and near. [I like 
reading, gardening, hiking, embroidering, 
and am interested in every one. I'll answer 
letters promptly, and will gladly tell -you 
all about my home State. I'll be waiting, 
Pen Pals, so please don’t disappoint me. 

Inpiana Kirt. 


Two Pals from the South. 


Dear Miss Morris: We are two 
lonely Southern girl still in our teens, very 
anxious to find a few true Pen Pals. We 
enjoy dancing, movies, collecting picture 
post cards, and hope to hear from Pals 
from Oregon, Montana, and Colorado. 
Come on, girls, get busy and start writing. 

Two Buruineton Pats. 


He’s been all through New Eng- 
land. 


_Dear Miss Morris: The writer of this 
plea is a young man of twenty-three, a 
college graduate, interested in the movies, 
reading, swimming, amateur theatricals, 
fond of travel, and can tell many interest- 
ing stories about the remote corners of 
New England. Writing poetry is one of 
my hobbies, and writing letters is another. 
So how about it, men? Tom Gar. 


This young mother is keen about 
swimming. 

Dear Miss Morris: I’m not exactly 
lonesome, but anxious to make new friends, 
and hope to find many through your Cor- 
ner. I’m a young married woman of 
twenty-five, have a son seven years of age, 
love to read, do fancy work, but swimming 
is my pet hobby. Tl be looking for lots 
of mail, so hurry, Pals, and write to me. 

Mopern Moruer. 


The Friendliest Corner 


She finds a summer resort lonely 
in winter. 


Dear Miss Morris: I’d like to have a 
Pen Pal in every State in the Union. I’m 
a girl of seventeen, particularly keen to 
hear from girls from the Western and 
Southern States. I live in a summer resort, 
and the winters are long and lonely. I like 
sports, pets, books, music, poetry, and any- 
thing girls of my age enjoy. Please, Pals, 
hurry and write to me. rh aay appre- 
ciate your letters. Just CaRoL. 


A real Southern Pal. 


Dear Miss Morris: I am a very lonely 
girl of nineteen, lees to travel, but as I 
work every day the only traveling I can 
do is via the ail box. please, every- 
body, won’t you write to me? I will gladly 
exchange snapshots, picture post cards, and 
to the first five Pals I will send interesting 
souvenirs. I'll answer all letters regardless 
of age. Kentucky Lv. 


A versatile Pal from Montreal. 


Dear Miss Morris: Here’s a plea from 
Montreal. I’m a girl of eighteen, rather 
tall, have a pleasing personality, and am 
easy to get along with. I like skating, 
dancing, and can play several musical in- 
struments. I'll answer all letters promptly 
and try hard to make my replies lively and 
interesting. Sarau, 


Alice-Rose hails from the Windy 
City. 


Dear Miss Morris: Who'll write to a 
high-school sophomore? I’m a peppy girl 
of fifteen, live m Chicago, have brown hair, 
blue eyes, love art, the great outdoors, base- 
ball games, swimming, and walking. I 
want to hear from Western Pals, but prom- 
ise to answer every letter that comes my 
way. I'll exchange pictures. 

Auicr-Ross, 


She wants to hear from prospec- 
tive brides. 


Dear Miss Morris: I want to become 
one of the Pen Pals. I’m an engaged girl 
twenty-five years of age, and especially anx- 
ious to correspond with young brides, or 
engaged girls who expect to be married in 
the near future. Come on, girls, and write. 
I will send a gift to all prospective brides 
who answer my plea. I’m sure we can be 


good friends. Battmore Marce. 
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Girls, help Bryda to cheer up. 


Dear Miss Morris: I’m so lonesome I 
don’t know what to do with myself. I’m a 
girl twenty years of age, attended college 
for two years, and as I recently moved toa 
strange town, I miss all my old friends. I 
like dancing, swimming, reading, and will 
gladly exchange snapshots with any one 
who answers this plea. Girls, won’t you 
take a chance on me? Brypa, 


Eloise collects China animals. 


Dear Miss Morris: Pals, are you in- 
terested in collecting china animals? I am, 
and would like to hear from married and 
single girls of any age. I’m nineteen, and 
married. I live on Long Island, enjoy 
writing long letters, and will send .a sou- 
venir to the first three Pals who write to 
me. Please, girls, try me. I'll be a true- 
blue Pen Pal. Exoiss. 


A call for Syrian Pals. 


Dear Miss Morris: I’m a young Syrian 
man, live in South Africa, and work as clerk 
in an office. I will exchange snapshots, 
souvenirs, and promise prompt replies. 
want to hear from Syrian Pen Pals every- 
where, especially from America. I'll tell 
you many interesting facts about our Em- 
pire Exhibition. Syrian Pat. 


You'll all like Happy Mrs. M. 


Dear Miss Morris: Please help me 
make friends. I’m a married woman in 
my twenties, fond of the movies, like to 
embroider, crochet, and am deeply inter- 
ested in music and painting. I am 
friendly, good-natured, and easy to get 
along with. So come on, Pals everywhere, 
and take a chance on me. I hope to get 
lots of replies. I live in Washington, D. C. 

Happy Mrs. M. 


Zenia likes to putter in a garden, 


Dear Miss Morris: Here’s hoping you 
can find room for one more letter. I’m a 
young Connecticut girl, enjoy writing and 
receiving letters, reading good books, gar- 
dening, and adore music. I promise to 
write long letters and will try to make them 
interesting. Come one, come all. Be good 
sports and write to me. ZENIA. 


Monty is a showman. 


Dear Miss Morrts: I’m a congenial 
young man in my early twenties, live in 
New York City, and am engaged in the 
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show business. I have plenty of time to 
answer all letters, and want to hear from 
young men everywhere regardless of age. 
Pals, how about writing to me? Monry. 


Who wants to hear about Gee 
Gee’s travels? 


Dear Miss Morris: I’m a girl of sev- 
enteen, a high-school graduate, and as I am 
not working time passes very slowly for 
me. I travel a great deal, and will gladly 
tell you all about the different places I 
have visited. I have sandy-colored hair, 
blue eyes, make friends easily, and will be 
a sincere friend. Please try me, girls. 

Gee GEE. 


Kara wants Pals from many coun- 
tries. 


Dear Miss Morris: My pet hobby is 
writing letters, and my other main inter- 
ests are music and interior decorating. I 
am a good-natured girl living in New York 
State, and would love to correspond with 
Pals in England, Italy, and other European 
countries. I also want to hear from girls 
living in Mexico, and will exchange sou- 
venirs and pictures. Kara. 


These peppy triplets can tell you 
about ranch life. 


Dear Miss Morris: We are triplets, 
girls twenty years of age, live on a ranch 
in California, and want to hear from Pals 
everywhere. We like all sports, and as our 
school years were spent mostly in England 
we have loads of interesting things to write 
about. We are English-German, and will 
answer all letters. JEAN, JANE AND JUNE. 


Arkansas Red is ready for all 
comers. 


Dear Miss Morais: Would some girls 
who like to read, sew, and write letters, 
care to correspond with me? I’m a married 
woman of twenty-five, have three lovely 
children, live on a homestead, and find 
plenty of time for the things I like to do. 
I'll answer every letter that comes my way. 

Arkansas Rep. 


This California Pal likes plenty 
of fun. 


Dear Miss Morris: Some time ago you 
helped me find some lovely Pen Pals, and 
now I would like a few more. I’m an eight- 
een-year-old California girl, fond of reading, 
skating, writing letters, and will gladly ex- 
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change snapshots, picture post cards, and 
anything else of interest. I want to hear 
from Pals all over the world. Please, girls, 
do write to me. InGLEwoop Pau. 


B. R. is all alone in a big city. 


Dear Miss Morris: Would any one care 
to write to a lonely widow of thirty-four? 
I am living alone in a large city, and get 
very blue. I enjoy writing letters, and feel 
sure I can make my replies interesting. I 
like outdoor sports, will exchange snapshots 
with any one, and would especially like to 
hear from farm and ranch Pals. B. R. 


Tuneful has an ear for music. 


Dear Miss Morris: Pals, stop, look, 
and read- my plea! I’m a peppy girl of 
sixteen, fond of anything that spells fun, 
especially dancing and music. I can play 
the violin and guitar, have a large collec- 
tion of toy dogs, am an only child, and get 
terribly lonesome. Come on, everybody, 
and take a chance on me. I have oodles of 
things to write about. TUNEFUL. 


Discuss your hobbies with Bunny 
of Australia. 


Dear Miss Morris: I’m a young girl 
in my teens living in Australia, and very 
anxious to correspond with American Pals. 
I like outdoor sports, reading, knitting, and 
movies. I'll answer every letter received, 
and will tell you all about myself later. 
Please, girls, hurry and write. 

Bunny or AUSTRALIA. 


This Pal has many things to write 
about. 


Dear Miss Morris: I get very lone- 
some and want to hear from single and 
married Pals of any age. I’m a young 
married woman of twenty-one, live in 
Cleveland, Ohio, am fond of pets, outdoor 
sports, knitting and crocheting. I have 
many things to write about, and will try 
hard to make my letters worth while. 
Won’t some of you drop me a line? 

ARKAY. 


She’s interested in poetry. 


Dear Miss Morris: Hello, everybody! 
Here’s a plea from a girl of nineteen. I 
graduated from high school, and am now 
working in an office. I enjoy sports, music, 
reading, and especially poetry. I'll ex- 
change photos, souvenirs, and cards with 
every one. No matter where you live, 
write to me. Portry Lover. 


THE FRIEND IN NEED 


Department Conducted by 


Laura Alston Brown 


Well-known Authority on Love and Marriage 


Mrs. Brown will be glad to solve in these pages problems on which you desire 


advice. 


Your letters will be regarded confidentially and signatures will be withheld. 


Although Mrs. Brown receives more letters than she can possibly print in the 


department, she answers all the others by mail. 


So, lay your problem before her 


with the knowledge that it will have her full attention. 
' Address Mrs. Laura Alston Brown, Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine, 


79 Seventh Avenue, New York, N. Y. 


T is not easy to give up some one 
we love, but no girl with an 
ounce of self-respect should per- 

mit an engagement to drag on for an 
indefinite length of time when her 
fiancé shows only a half-hearted re- 
sponse toward marriage. It is unfor- 
tunate that women love men who are 
weak, undependable, and more in- 
clined to take than to give. But no 
matter what the strength or weak- 
ness of a man’s character, happiness 
will remain out of reach unless both 
individuals can meet this great ex- 
perience with the loyalty and un- 
selfishness that are characteristic of 
true love. 

Would you break your engage- 

ment if you were in: Dennie’s place? 


Dear Mrs. Brown: I will be grateful 
Mf you can help me. I’m a girl twenty-one 
years of age, and engaged to a young man 
of twenty-six, but goodness knows if we 
will ever be married, because I have be- 
come impatient about the way he treats 
me. Of course, I love him; and until a 
short time ago I’ve had ne actual reason to 
think that he did not love me. But we’ve 
been engaged for three and a half years 
and all our plans for the future seem to be 
at a standstill. 

During the time we’ve been engaged Joe 
was out of work for about a year. I have 


helped him in every way I could; loaned 
him money occasionally, paid doctor bills, 
and on his birthday and holidays sent him 
practical gifts like shirts, ties, socks, et 
cetera. I have in every way tried to be 
of real help to him 

However, in spite ‘of everything, we often 
argued, and still do, Whenever we are 
angry with each other and he doesn’t come 
to see me, he often dates other girls. He 
always tries to lie out of it, but I have 
tried to overlook it because I know that 
men will tell lies when they don’t want to 
tell the truth. 

Don’t you think I’ve been fair with him, 
and that after all this time he should be 
willing to settle down and treat me with 


“more consideration? He now has a steady 


job and earns enough to support a wife. 
He is sharing a three-room apartment with 
his sister, who is also working. Their par- 
ents are divorced and live in different 
States, and he says that when he marries, 
his sister will be left all alone, and that 
he should like to see her get married first. 
But she is twenty years old, has a steady 
job, and they have relatives she could 
room with if she wanted to. So don’t you 
think that’s a silly reason for postponing 
our marriage? 

Another excuse he offers is that he’s not 
sure how long his job will last. But can 
we ever be sure of anything? I’ve offered 
to keep my job, which pays twenty-six dol- 
lars a week, for an indefinite time after we 
are married. I wouldn’t mind working if 
we could have our own home and be to- 
gether. After we announced our engage- 
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ment he used to talk about our future; now 
he seldoms refers to it. 

T’ve tried to talk to him and settle mat- 
ters, and even offered to have his sister 
stay with us until she gets married, but he 
can’t seem to make up his mind. When I 
tell him that he has changed, he says he 
wouldn’t have become engaged to me if he 
didn’t love me. He says maybe we can get 
married next year; but he said that last 
year and nothing came of it. 

I’m so discouraged and undecided I don’t 
know what to do. I have only a father 
who is well able to take care of himself. 
He has a traveling job, is seldom home and, 
anyway, I’ve never been able to talk to him 
about my problems. 

Do you think I should keep on waiting, 
or break off our engagement and let Joe 
go? It would really be terribly hard for 
me to do that, and I don’t know if I would 
care to go out with any one else. I know 
that he has often failed me, but I have 
been true to him, and he knows it. He 
tells other people what a lucky fellow he is 
to be engaged to me, but I feel I can’t go 
on wasting the best years of my life just 
waiting around. Please give me your 
opinion, and I would also welcome advice 
from your readers, DEnnNiE. 


Any one who finds true love finds 
the richest treasure in life, and it is 
a great pity that some people make 
so feeble an effort to keep the love 
that is offered them. When a man 
has asked a girl to be his wife and 
then does nothing about marriage, 
some course of action should cer- 
tainly be taken. 

I know it would be hard for you 
to suggest a break, my dear. But 
one of the unpleasant things in life 
is that we have to face reality, 
whether we want to or not. I would 
suggest that you have another talk 
with your fiancé. If he means to 
marry you he will refuse to listen to 
even the hint of a definite break. 
But if he remains indifferent, it is 
high time that you should give him 
up and try to find happiness with 
some one else. It is foolish for a girl 
to wait for a man who seems less in- 
terested in marriage than when they 
first became engaged. 
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The excuses Joe offers are far 
from satisfactory, nor are they sub- 
stantial. When a man is really in 
love he is not afraid of taking 
chances, no matter what the future 
may hold. His sister can no doubt 
take care of herself and, as you say, 
if she does not care to live alone 
after Joe marries you, she could 
make her home with a relative. Un- 
less absolutely unavoidable, it is not 
wise for newlyweds to share their 
home with others. 

As matters stand, it seems to me 
that it rests with you if you are to 
continue living in a state of anxiety 
and indecision, or settle all your 
doubts without further delay. 


Dear Mrs. Brown: My problem con- 
cerns two brothers. Bill is twenty-seven 
and Jim twenty-two. I am nineteen, and 
considered pretty. I’ve known both boys 
for quite some time. I like Bill, but I don’ t 
care for Jim. For a long time, however, 
Bill acted as if I didn’t exist, so I went 
out with Jim. 

One day Bill surprised me by asking me 
to go out with him. The following eve- 
ning he came again and said he wanted me 
to go steady with him. I told him I would 
think it over. Of course, I felt flattered 
that at last he woke up to the fact that I 
was around. 

However, several times when we went 
out his brother Jim came along with us, and 
it was not exactly pleasant for me when he 
found out I had agreed to go steady with 
Bill. One thing led to another, and we 
quarreled. 

Then Bill and I quarreled about Jim. 
They were always fighting, and I simply 
hated it; I didn’t want them to fight over 
me. However, since our quarrel, Bill has 
not been to see me, although I’d love to 
make up with him. 

My girl friend said that if she told Bill 
how much I cared for him he would come 
to see me again. Do you think that would 
help? 

At the time I dated Bill we did not get 
along very well. We had differences of 
opinion about many things and seldom 
could see things from the same viewpoint. 
I think when a boy is in love with a girl 
he should try to see things her way, be- 
cause if she gives in every time they have 
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an argument she can never have her way 
after they are married. _ 

Please tell me whether I should make 
the first move to make up with Bill, or 
wait until he tries to see me again. It 
doesn’t look as if he ever will. We quar- 
reled almost a month ago and I haven’t 
heard from him since. Unpecmep Bez. 


Codperation is as necessary in love 
as it is in any other partnership. 
It is not so much a question as to 
who should give in and squelch the 
argument; differences of opinion 
should be settled amicably. . But 
young people are inclined to want 
the right of way, and it is hard for 
them to accept the truth that win- 
ning an argument for argument’s 
sake is not going to make them 
happier. 

Whether or not Bill would be 
tempted to make the first move if 
your girl friend told him how much 
you cared is hard to say. But it is 
only reasonable to suppose that 
when a man loves a girl he would 
hardly wait as long as three or four 
weeks without making some effort to 
set matters straight again. I would 
suggest that you enjoy other friend- 
ships while waiting for Bill. 


Dear Mrs. Brown: I have often won- 
dered why many nice-looking, friendly girls 
are not popular, while some plain-faced, 
plump girls have every one running after 
them. 

My best girl friend -and I have been 
going around together since we graduated 
from high school a year ago. We are both 
twenty years old. Without wishing to 
sound conceited, I believe that I am the 
best-looking girl in our part of the town. 
Meryl is five feet three inches tall and 
weighs one hundred and sixty pounds. I’m 
the same height and weigh a hundred and 
ten pounds. I have good features, curly 
blond hair, brown eyes. and dress well 
enough. Mery! has straight features, but 
you couldn’t call her pretty. She has 
straight, dark hair, and blue eyes. One 
thing, however, is that we both have good 
complexions. 

We both know quite a few boys and 
gitls, but the boys always seek her out. 
At a dance she is hardly ever left alone. 
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She’s a good dancer even though she is 
plump. She takes a drink to be sociable, 
smokes, and so do I. She has a steady 
boy friend, and we expect to hear of her 
engagement any time now. Several times 
when she didn’t show up at a party the 
boys would get into a car and go after her. 

I suppose I’m jealous because no boy has 
ever asked me to go steady. Mery] is al- 
ways laughing and joking, and handing the 
boys a line, and they love it. Is that what 
boys want a girl to do? Whenever a boy 
shorter than herself asks her to dance she 
never hesitates, but I would feel awfully 
self-conscious. She even jokes about their 
height and the boys do not seem to mind it. 

I go out with a boy maybe once in two 
weeks. Most of the girls I know have boy 
friends and date several times a week. 
know you will understand how I feel; I 
often think I’d give anything if the boys 
would pay more attention to me. What 
can I do to interest boys to the extent that 
they will date me more often? Please help 
me if you can. §Brown-EYeED BLONDE. 

Most of us have met people who, 
after we have spent a little time 
with them, succeed in making us for- 
get what they look like; we remem- 
ber only their personalities, and 
their friendly ways. There is no 
special formula for popularity, but 
any girl can be cheerful and enter- 
taining, and make the boys feel that 
they are all fine fellows. 

The thing to do, it seems, is to 
make a man think he’s wonderful, 
and ten chances to one he will re- 
turn the compliment and ask for 
more. I don’t mean that a girl must 
be insincere; most humans have 
some good points which, if com- 
mented upon, makes us appreciate 
the person who takes the trouble to 
mention them, directly or indirectly. 

Chances are that your friends 
want Meryl at parties because she 
really is good fun and tries to help 
others enjoy themselves by doing the 
things they like. Try this method 
yourself, my dear, and see how it 
works out. 


Dear Mrs. Brown: My home life is so 
unhappy; I wish something could be done 
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about it. The trouble is that my parents 
are always quarreling. 

Tm a girl of seventeen, and have two 
younger sisters. One is twelve and the 
other fifteen. My parents always shout 
so loudly that all the neighbors can hear 
them. You can imagine how it makes me 
and my sisters feel whenever we go out- 
side. I always think that when the neigh- 
bors see me, they talk about me because 
of the way my parents act. 

I know my father has a roving eye, and 
that several times he went out with other 
women, My mother knows about it, and 
that’s one reason why she is always nag- 
ging him. Mother is nervous and unhappy, 
and cries so much I often wonder how she 
can keep it up without getting a nervous 
breakdown. 

When I’m eighteen I’m going to leave 
home, unless I can’t stand it and leave be- 
fore. Do you think I should? I know my 
parents must love us because we three 
girls have nice clothes, and mother is al- 
ways fixing up the house so we can bring 
our friends home. But all that doesn’t 
help us to feel better because every one 
knows about dad dating other women, and 
that mother and he quarrel all the time. 

There is not one peaceful day in our 
house; it’s always something. Sometimes 
they even quarrel when I have a friend 
over, and I feel so ashamed I could fall 
through the floor. Isn’t there something 
that I can do? Please try to help me. 
I've tried talking to mother, and told her 
that neighbors gossip about us; she always 
says she'll try not to quarrel with dad, but 
it never lasts. Eien May. 


IT sincerely sympathize with you, 
my child. Parents should, of 
course, strive to maintain peace in 
the home not only for their own 
sakes, but because children are im- 
pressionable and should not be 
compelled to listen to quarrels. 

It is difficult to say what you can 
do to help them. Married people 
cannot be helped unless they make 
a real effort to help themselves. 
Try to be as patient as you can, and 
forget about leaving home. If you 
and your sisters treat your parents 
with affection and _ consideration, 
you will help them more than you 
_ think and make things easier for 
yourselves, 


Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine 


- Whenever your mother is on the 
verge of an argument, coax her not 
to take it out on your father for the 
time being. Ask her to take you 
children to a movie, or to visit a 
friend. Be more agreeable to your 
father, too, no matter what his short- 
comings; a little kindness from his 
family makes a man respond accord- 
ingly. I am not condoning his going 
out with other women, but there 
may be reasons which you cannot 
now understand. 

As to worrying about what the 
neighbors think—forget it, my dear. 
People always like to talk. I know 
you cannot help feeling self-con- 
scious, but try to keep in mind the 
thought that many people talk for 
want of something better to do. 
They do not really care whether 
your parents argue or not, and don’t 
think half as much about it when 
they see you as you believe. 


Dear Mrs. Brown: I’m _ twenty-six 
years old, have been separated from my 
husband for two years, and I’m now wait- 
ing for my divorce to become final. A 
year ago I fell madly in love with a young 
man four years my senior. He acted as 
if he returned my love, and for seven 
months I trusted him implicitly. 

About three months ago he had to leave 
town on business. I was heartbroken to 
see him leave, especially as he was not 
sure whether he was coming back, or 
whether he’d decide to settle down in an- 
other city. However, he promised faith- 
fully to send for me just as soon as my 
divorce became final, and said we would 
be married. I never doubted him. 

In the meantime, we corresponded almost 
daily until a few weeks ago when I was 
taken sick and had to stay in the hospital. 
I couldn’t write to him for a while, and 
when I finally wrote and explained just 
how everything happened, he didn’t believe 
me. He said that I was telling a lie, that 
there was another man in my life, and told 
me that it would be best if we forgot every- 
thing. 

I have written to him several times since 


- I received his letter, but he’s ignored my 


letters. I still love him, and I don’t think 
I will ever change. Recently, I’ve met 
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Several nice young men but they do not 
interest me. Do you think I should write 
again, or go to see him personally? Some- 
times, I think that if I could only talk to 
him we might straighten things out. 

I think he is very unfair. He knew that 
I loved him dearly, and that he hurt me 
terribly by writing as-he did. He has, I’m 
sure, received my letters. I can’t under- 
stand why he doesn’t believe me. Before 
he left town I was so sure of him, so sure 
that he were going to get married, and now 
all my hopes are gone, Is there anything 
that I can do? A Devortep Reaper. 


Judging from your letter, it seems 
that this man has never loved you 
as truly as he wanted you to be- 
lieve. A man does not deliberately 
give up the girl he loves, even if 
circumstances compel him to part 
with her for a time. In fact, a sepa- 
ration should have made him all the 
more anxious for the day when you 
could be married. His actions, at 
the time of your illness when you 
needed his sympathy, proved that 
he was looking for an excuse to 
break with you. Surely, you do not 
want to continue feeling badly 
about losng a man who is not 
worthy of your love? 

There would be no use in humili- 
ating yourself by writing to him 
again, especially since he has not 
bothered to answer your previous 
letters. And although at this time 
you may feel that the bottom has 
dropped out of your dreams, give 
. time a chance to heal your hurt. 
Find something to interest you, 
make new friends, and be glad that 
you did not marry a man who would 
not have made you happy. 


Dear Miss Brown: I have a problem 
I can’t seem to solve. I’m a young mar- 
ried woman and have two babies. My 
husband and I have been happy until 
recently. He is really a fine man, but you 
know how a man is likely to grumble when 
he has been laid off from work for a long 
time. 

We had to move to a smaller house and 
became acquainted with the family next 
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door. I liked the woman, but my husband 
didn’t like her husband. After several 
weeks, however, this man and I found we 
had a lot in common, and we would often 
stand in front of the house and talk while 
I watched the children, and sometimes we 
even went for a walk. It went on like that 
for a while, and then my husband asked me 
if anything had happened between me and 
this other man. Although to this day I 
don’t know why I did it, I let him believe 
that something did happen. Of course, 
there really was nothing more between us 
than a kiss or two. 

However, my husband will not believe 
me now, no matter how hard I try to con- 
vince him there was nothing really wrong. 
His attitude is breaking up our home. I’ve 
done everything to prove that he ought to 
believe me, but he won’t. 

My husband still treats me well enough, 
except that he sometimes says mean things 
to me. But I don’t fight back. He thinks . 
I have deliberately become interested in 
this other man in order to hurt him, but 
I didn’t. I love my husband, but if he 
keeps on saying he hates me, I don’t know 
how long my love will last. 

I know it’s my fault, but don’t you think 
a man should try to be more reasonable? 
We get along all right for a while, and 
then something happens to spoil it all. 
We want to stay together because of the 
children, but how can we if he refuses to 
take my word when I’m telling the truth? 

L, or New Jersey. 


Few things have the power to 
spoil marital happiness as quickly 
as suspicion. Where distrust enters, 
peace of mind disappears, although 
sometimes it disappears only to a 
point where both husband and wife 
have to battle with it occasionally. 
But even that is likely to take the 
joy out of what should be a har- 
monious and satisfactory companion- 
ship. 

As you say, the whole thing was 
your fault. You have been foolish 
to be more than casually friendly 
with your neighbor. But if your 
husband loves you, he should be 
willing to give you the benefit of the 
doubt this once. We all make mis- 
takes, and since nothing really seri- 
ous happened between you and this 
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other man, the sensible thing would 
be to drop the matter and say no 
more about it. You have not only 
your own happiness to consider, but 
the happiness of your children. 

Talk it over with your husband 
again, and I sincerely hope that you 
will reach a better understanding. 
Let him read this; it may help. 


Dear Mrs Brown: I’m a girl of fifteen, 
considered good-looking, but there is no 
use trying to disguise the fact that I am 
stubborn and have a very quick temper. 

I try hard to control my temper, but 
at times it gets the better of me. I think 
I have lost the boy I’m fond of because 
I’m stubborn. I think I treat him nicely, 
but my girl friends tell me I treat him 
very badly. I wish I could be more popular 
with boys and girls. It’s not hard for me 
to meet people and get acquainted, but 
when it comes to keeping my friends, that’s 
another matter. Can you help me? 

I have another problem. I was very 
friendly with a girl whom I considered a 
true friend until recently. We were in- 
vited to a picnic, and the boy I like went 
with us. She did everything she could to 
keep him away from me. Then, when her 
boy friend came, she paid no more atten- 
tion to this boy. However, since that day, 
he doesn’t seem as much interested in me 
as before. I think he likes her more, and 
I feel very blue about the whole thing. Do 
you think I should drop them both? 

STUBBORN. 


In the first place, my child, mak- 
ing and keeping friends is a job in it- 
self. If we want to keep our friends 
we must put our own emotions into 
the background. I know this is 
hard to do when one is young. But 
‘whenever others refuse to follow 
‘your suggestions, keep in mind the 
fact that if you codperate with 
them you will get along much 
better. 

You should have many friend- 
ships at a time, with boys and girls 
near your own age. This is more 
fun, and saves a girl from being dis- 
appointed if one of. the boys begins 
to pair off with another girl. Having 
many boy friends now will help you 
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later with love. Try to stifle any 
jealousy that you may feel. It only 
makes a girl feel unhappy. 

There is no real reason why you 
should drop this girl and boy be- 
cause he seems less attentive to you. 
Since you are not engaged to this — 
boy, your girl friend did you no in- 
justice if she was chummy with him. 
Forget the incident and enjoy other 
friendships. 


Dear Mrs. Brown: I am a night-club 
and radio singer, have traveled some, but 
never thought much about love until about 
two years ago, when I signed up to sing 
at a night club and met a very nice young 
man. We saw each other every day, and 
then he asked me to go steady with him. 

For four months we were very happy, 
but when he found. out that I was going 
to have a baby he wouldn’t marry me. I’m 
sorry anything like that happened, but in 
a way I’m glad I have my little girl be- 
cause my experience has taught me a great 
deal about life. 

Three weeks after my baby was born I 
went back to work, singing in a show, and 
there I met another young man. He knows 
about my baby and thinks the world of 
her. We've been going together for six 
months, and he often tells me he loves 
me, but sometimes I doubt him. I suppose 
i.’s just because of my previous experience. 

T have heard also that he goes out with 
other girls, but I don’t believe everything 
I hear. I trust him to a great extent, but 
not so long ago, he asked me to live with 
him and said he would also take care of 
my baby until we can be married. I think 
he means to marry me, but I don’t know 
what to do, although I love him and would 
do almost anything to make him happy. 

I know that he jokes and talks with 
other girls, but I’m not jealous. He is 
singing in another club in this town, and 
comes to see me every day. I know he’s 
true to me. 

Mrs. Brown, do you think he would keep 
his promise to marry me if I do as he 
asks? I don’t want to bring grief upon 
myself. I’ve had a large dose the first 
time, and I don’t want to make another 
mistake. Please help me decide. 

Buves SINGER. 


I’m afraid there is only one way 
of looking at a problem like yours, 
my dear. Your previous unhappy 
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experience should have proved to 
you that love without the security 
and sanction of. marriage usually 
comes to grief. If this young man 
really loved you, he would have of- 
fered you marriage.~And if, for any 
reason, he cannot marry you at this 
time, he would have asked you to 
wait rather than propose a compli- 
cated relationship. 


I suggest that you talk things 
over with him. When a man loves 
a girl, he is only too eager to offer 
her the protection of his name along 
with his affection. You ‘would not 
be helping your own case at this 
time if you permitted yourself to be 
persuaded to see things from his 
point of view. Besides, you have 
the baby to consider. 


If you cannot reach an agree- 
ment with this man, it would be 
better to break off with him. 


Dear Mrs. Bsown: When I was seven 
years old, my father put me in a convent 
school and I stayed there until a few years 

Now I'm twenty years old. My 
mother is dead. 

When I left school and came home to 
live with my father, I found out that he 
was unreasonably strict. He wouldn’t let 
mé have any friends. I know this is not 
a new story to you, but I hope you will 
help me as there is no one else I can go to. 
Whenever I spoke to a boy who lived in 
the neighborhood, my father chased him 
away. Once a girl asked me to go to a 
movie with her, but my father wouldn’t 
let me. I asked him why, and he said 
he didn’t like the girl’s looks. 

Two years ago, I left my father and 
went to live with my aunt. My aunt is 
very sweet to me, but she is also strict. 
I am twenty years old and can’t bring a 
boy in for a cup of coffee and a piece of 
cake when he brings me home from a show, 
and you know a girl likes to do the things 
that help a friendship along. 

It is hard for me to make friends, as I 
work at night. I take care of a candy 
stand in a theater. If I ask my brother 
to take me to a dance, he refuses. 

I almost married a boy I met recently 
out of sheer desperation, but when my 
father heard about it he told me to get 
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such silly notions out of my mind. I guess 
he is so strict with me because my oldest 
brother was wild, and my younger brother 
got married without his permission. 

I love my father; he would give me his 
last cent if I asked him for it. I’d hate 
to hurt him. But whenever I try to talk 
to him he raises the roof. He tells me that 
I can go to a movie any time I want, but ‘ 
a girl can’t spend all her days in a theater. 

I’m so lonesome and blue, I wish I had 
never been born. I never have fun like 
other girls of my age, and my father tells 
me I'll have to do as he likes whether I’m 
twenty or forty. Please tell me what you 
think about my problem, and whether or 
not there’s something that I can do. 

Louise. 


A girl of your age is certainly en- 
titled to friends of her own choice 
and a reasonable amount of free- 
dom. It is very hard to understand 
why some parents refuse to recon- 
cile themselves to the fact that boys 
and girls twenty years of age are 
almost grown men and women and 
cannot be cooped up at home all the 
time. 

I understand that you do not 
want to hurt your father, but surely 
there can be no harm in your join- 
ing a club where you could make 
friends and have fun with young 
people of your own age. Do you 
suppose that your father would lis- 
ten to a close friend of the family, 
or a relative, or perhaps your pastor 
if you are personally acquainted 
with him, since he refuses to listen 
to you? 

Try not to be too unhappy, 
Louise. Things have a way of 
eventually straightening themselves 
out. In fact, if you invited your 
friends to the house now, and intro- 
duced them to your father, you can 
perhaps coax him to be Jess unrea- 
sonable. You could also put this up 
to him from another angle. He loves 
you, I’m sure, and wants you to be 
happy. Tell him how unhappy the 
lack of friends is making you. There 
is nothing like trying. 
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Dear Mrs. Brown: I’m a girl of nearly 
seventeen, and have one more year to go 
before I finish high school. My parents 
are lovely, and I can bring my friends 
home any time. I have two brothers, one 
fourteen and the other sixteen. The older 
one works in a store after school hours 
delivering orders, and it helps to pay for 
some of his clothes. 

We live in a fairly large town. I have 
lots of friends, and although we are not 
as well off as some other families, the boys 
and girls never leave me out if there’s a 
party, dance, or a picnic. 

However, dad is working only part time, 
and although I help mother make my 
clothes, I wish I knew how I could earn 
some money after school hours. Can you 
suggest something that I can do? If we 
lived in a city I could probably find a job 
of some kind, but you know how it is in 
the country, even if ours is a rather large 
town. 

I'd appreciate it very much if you can 
tell me what to do and how to go about it. 

Home Girt. 


Sometimes, a country town pre- 
sents more opportunity for a girl to 
earn money after school hours than 
a large city. Have you thought of 
running errands, minding children 
by the hour, making goodies and 
selling them? If you can typewrite, 
perhaps the merchants of your town 
will be glad to let you do their 
monthly bills. One high-school girl 
who lives in the suburbs, informs 
me that every week she collects ten 
to fifteen youngsters between seven 
and ten years of age, at ten cents 
per youngster, and takes them on an 
outing for the entire day. The 
children bring their own lunch, and 
their mothers are glad to have a 
free day. Perhaps you could use 
that idea. If you can do needle- 
work, you might be able to get or- 
ders to hemstitch and initial linens. 
Few people do work of that —— 
really well. 

If you will write again giving me 
your name and address, I will 
gladly send you a list of suggestions 
for making money at home, 


Street & Smith’s Love Story Magazine 


Dear Mrs. Brown: I hope that Savant, 
who is down on all girls, will have a chance. 
to read this. Does he ever stop to ask 
himself whether or not all girls are alike? 

I agree with him that some girls are 
careless, but there are a lot of nice girls 
too. Many times, a fellow is to blame for 
lack of dates. If_he dates a girl and she’d 
rather stay at home, he never asks her out 
again because she’s too “old-fashioned” and 
not a good sport. If he takes her out for 
the evening, he expects her to smoke, 
drink, and let him make love to her. If 
she doesn’t let him she’s a wet blanket and 
that ends their acquaintance. Is it any. 
wonder that some girls take everything 
they can get? They act just as the men 
want them to. 

I certainly ought to know, as I have a 
position where I can read the character of 
both girls and fellows. If any one happens 
to mention a nice girl, the fellows generally. 
sneer and say, “Who wants to meet a wet 
blanket?” 

I am nineteen years of age and have met 
many modern young men who ought to 
take lessons on how to act toward girls. 
As for applying make-up, it is an art ‘that 
requires time to learn. Wearing hose that 
have runs may not always be the girl’s 
fault, although they can be mended, but 
perhaps: money is scarce. So you fellows 
who think that all girls are gold diggers, 
should stop to find out what the girls think 
of you. 

I have yet to meet a fellow who didn’t 
act like a conceited fool. Most men are so 
stuck on themselves, they think every girl 
they meet is just aching to fall into their 
arms. Well, boys, that’s where you're 
wrong. I wouldn’t date a fellow like that 
for all the tea in China! And the rest of 
the girls will back me up. 

Try being a friend instead of a sweet- 
heart to the girls you meet, and they'll 
think a lot more of you. Then, if you are 
really anxious to find the type of girl you 
want to go out with, maybe you'll meet 
her. Terry, 


I’m sure we all agree with Terry 
that there are loads of nice girls to 
be found, if boys like Savant will 
only take the trouble to look around 
instead of judging all girls by a few. 
And, as you say, Terry, girls do ap- 
preciate a boy who can be a good 
friend as well as an admirer. What 
do the rest of you think? ; 
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STABLISHING new mileage records on cars in all sec- 

tions of the country, the Vacu-matic again scores in a 
new speed record established by Bob McKenzie _transcon- 
tinental automobile champion. Los Angeles to Chicago — 
2,322 miles in 39 hours and 42 minutes— driving 75 and 80 
to maintain a speed average of 59.7 miles per hour! 


Here is speed—a gruelling grind—where quick accelaration, 
greater top speed — and less stops for gasoline mean those 
precious moments saved that make new speed records possible. 
The same Vacu-matic that helped Bob McKenzie establish this speed 
record and gave him such fine gas savings is now available for all 
car owners. ‘It is positively automatic—simple to install—inexpen- 
sive—and pays for itself many times over in gas savings 


Qiitsmakc= + - Nothing Like It! 
Vacu-matic is entirely different! It operates on the super- 
charge principle by automatically adding a charge of extra 
oxygen, drawn free from the outer air, into the heart of the 
gas mixture. It is entirely AUTOMATIC and allows the 
motor to “breathe” at the correct time, opening and closing 
automatically as required, No idl- 
ing troubles—no carburetor adjust- 
ments necessary. It is so simple it 
will amaze you—so practical it will 
save you many dollars on gas costs. 


Fits All Cars 
VACU-MATIC is constructed of six 
parts, assembled and fused into one unit, 


correctly adjusted and sealed at the 
factory. Nothing to regulate. Easily 
attached in ten minutes, 


The VACU-MATIC Co. Wauwatosa, Wis. 


Agents and 
Salesmen 


VACU-MATIC offers 
a splendid opportunity 


for unusual sales and 
profits. Valuable terri- 
tories now being as- 
signed. Check and mail 
coupon. 


pee”, SAVES GAS 


_ New por. 
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Guaranteed Gas Savings 


VACU-MATIC must prove itself on every car. 
guaranteed to give worthwhile gas savings, quicker pick-up 


It is 


and more power, or it costs you nothing. “On my V-8 
Ford it works miracles”, says Ralph Fields. James Seeley 
—“On an International Truck on a round trip to Cleve- 
land, 385 miles, it saved 19 gallons of gas.”” A. V. Grove 
—‘“On the Buick it showed 5 miles more per gallon.” F, 
S. Peck—“I average 22 miles per gal. on my Plymouth, 
an increase of 7 miles, for a saving of $15.00 a month, or 
$180.00 a year.” Wm. Lyons—‘“Averaged 25 miles on a 
gal. with a Model A Ford at 40 miles per hour.” 


Free Details 


You owe it to yourself to know all about this remarkable 
discovery. Mail the coupon below. Start saving gas with 
VACU-MATIC and enjoy a new driving thrill! There’s 
no obligation—so get the facts now! Write today! 


ro: =-FREE OFFER COUPON @ = @ q 
THE VACU-MATIC COMPANY 1 

§ 7617-261 W. State St., Wauwatosa, Wis. 

i Gentlemen: Please send me full particulars concerning the ] 
Vacu-matic and details of your Free Offer. This of course ‘ 

does not obligate me in any way. 

OE tasirentroncensacassn segeves State....cccossoee 0 
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Weak, Rundown.Nervous 


Skinny Folks! 


Without Cost— 


Make This Amazing 
IODINE TEST! 


Within 1 Week Sea Plant IODINE 
In Seedol Kelpamalt Must Give You 
Tireless Energy, Strong Nerves, 
Pounds of “Stay-There” Flesh or the 
Trial is FREE...It Costs You Nothing! 


“ BEDOL KELPAMALT, the new 
mineral concentrate from the 
sea, gets right down and cor- 

rects one of the real underlying 

causes of weakness, skinniness and 
nervous rundown  conditions—IO- 

DINE STARVED GLANDS. When 

these glands don’t work properly, 

all the food in the world can’t help 
you. It just isn’t turned into flesh. 

The result is, you stay weak and 

nervous, tired out and skinny. 


The most important gland—the 
one which actually controls the 
bodyweight and _ strength-building 
—needs a definite ration of iodine 
all the time—NATURAL ASSIMI- 


LABLE IODINE—not to be con- 


fused with chemical iodides which 
often prove toxic. Only when the 
system gets an adequate supply of 
jodine can you regulate. metabolism 
—the body’s process of converting 
digested foods into firm flesh, new 
strength and energy. 


To get this vital mineral in con- 
venient, concentrated and _assimi- 
lable form, take Seedol Kelpamalt 
—now recognized as the. world’s 
richest source of this precious sub- 
stance. It contains 1300 times 
more iodine than oysters, once con- 
sidered the best source. 6 tablets 
alone contain more NATURAL IO- 
DINE than 486 Ibs. of. spinach or 
1387 lbs. of lettuce or 1600 lbs. of 
beef. More iron and copper than 


2 Ibs. of spinach 
or 15 Ibs. of 
fresh tomatoes. 
More calcium than 1 dozen eggs. 
More phosphorus than 3 lbs. of 
carrots. 


Make this test with Seedol Kelpa- 
malt. First weigh yourself and see 
how long you can work or how far 
you can walk without tiring. Then 
take 3 Seedol Kelpamalt Tablets 
with each meal for 1 week and 
again weigh yourself and notice 
how much longer you can work 
without tiring, how much farther 
you can walk. Notice how much 
better you feel, sleep and eat. 
Watch battering extra lbs. appear 
in place of scrawny hollows. And 


K i iame ItZ 

@ Manufacturer’s Note:—Inferior products, 
sold as Kelp and malt preparations—in_ imi- 
tation of the genuine Seedol Kelpamalt are 
being offered as substitutes. The Kelpamalt 
Company will reward for information cover- 
ing any case where an imitation product has 
been represented as the original Seedol 
Kelpamalt. Don’t be fooled. Demand genu- 
ine Seedol Kelpamalt Tablets. They are 
easily assimilated, do not upset stomach nor 


injure teeth. Results guaranteed or money 
back. 


if you don’t gain 5 lbs. this very 


first week the trial is free. Your 
own doctor will approve this way. 
100 jumbo size Seedol Kelpamalt 
tablets—four to five times the size 
of ordinary tablets—cost but a few 
cents a day to use. Get Seedol 
Kelpamalt today. It is sold at all 
good drug stores. If your dealer 
has not yet received his supply, 
send $1.00 for special introductory 
size bottle of 65 tablets to the ad- 
dress below. 


SPECIAL FREE OFFER 


Write today for fascinating instruc- 
tive 50-page book on How to Build 
Strength, Energy, Cool Calm Nerves 
and add lbs. quickly. Mineral con- 
tents of Food and their effects on 
the human body. New facts about 
NATURAL IODINE. Standard weight 
and measurement charts. Daily menus 
for weight building. Absolutely free. 
No obligation. Kelpamalt Co., Dept. 
1009, 27-33 West 20th St., N. Y. C. 


NAME .......4. 
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